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EDINBURGH CUCKOLDS. 


CR wretch who never thanks his MAKER. 
HE Pow'rs above on fair Britannia ſmile, 
Her hymning guards ſtitl watch our happy iſle. 


E. of Rocn. 
[| Malignant planets, peſtilential air, 
Which reign abroad, dare ſhade no venom heie, 
Phcebus bright charioteer, in's daily race, 
Scorches ſome nations with his fiery face ; 
Whilſt others freeze, and feel no genial heat; 
He looks a-ſquint upon the Muſcovite ; 
But Caledonia has a bleſſed lot, 
Our winter's not too cold, nor ſummer vi'lent hot: 


The ſun with pleaſure doth on Britain ſmile, 
And gently warms, but doth not burn our iſle: 


The ſea ſalutes our ſhores, yet dare not touch 


Our buildings, and deſtroy them like the Dutch, 
They battle with the ſea, and ſteal ſome ſand, 
Proud Hoggan Mogan wou'd her waves command, 
And rather hazard for to drown, than dwell on God's 
dry land. 

Britons are happy in their native ſoil, 
So rich, *tis cultivate with little toi; 
Produces all things which can nature pleaſe, 
And luxury's ſupported by the ſeas. 

The hardy Britons are a martial race, 
Nature hath ſtamp'd true valout on their face, 
Nature their face, and art their head adorns, 
All men have ears, but they—have ears and horns, 
Their feeble foes are couchant like an aſs, 
When they ſee horns upon a brow of braſs. 
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Wild ſavages who in the foreſt roam, 
By ſtrength of horns their enemies o'ercome, 
Horn'd heads do far excel the head that's bare : 
Stout is the bull, but weak the tim'rous hare, 
By iaſtinct brutes adore theſe nobly born, 
They kneel before the mungrel unicorn, 
Thus Horns were reverenc'd in antient times, 
A ſafe aſylum 'gainſt the greateſt crimes. 
Ev'n rebels, who by law deſerv'd a halter, 
Were ſafe within the horns of the altar, 
Horos were too potent for their greateſt foe ; 
"Twas they 0'erthiew the walls of Jericho, 
Iſrael's great king, who ſung with heavenly fire, 
Iray'd that his horns might be exalted higher : 
Which by the Dutch divices is well expreſs'd, 
© May I reign King of Cuckolds o'er the teſt.“ 
O Cuckold, 41 tevere thy awful name, 
T hou art our greateſt glory, not our ſhame ; 
As if the cauch's promiſe were thy own, 
Oft have crown'd heads thy nurſing fathers grown. 
Thy royal foes have been but very few; 
For queens have prov'd thy nurſing mothers too, 
Fam'd Emperors of Rome, Sophis of Greece, 
Koights of the Holy Ghoſt, and golden fieece, 
Great monarchs of the world in ev'ry age, 
Upon their heads have worn thy ſacred badge. 
Even Jews, wholoth'd the King was crown'd with thorns, 
Tamely ſubmit to kings —who're crown'd with horns. 
Th' apoſtles law, Obey the higher powers, 
Bids us, O Cuckolds, fear theſe horns of yours. 
Strange animal, amphibious and odd! 
A perfect man, yet not the work of God, 
Not by his fire begot, but by another; 
His own fleſh brought him forth, and not his mother, 
He differs from all creatures in the nation, 
In that he's angry at his own creation, 
Oa ſov'reign heads a diadem is plac'd, 
With ſplendid horos the Cuckold's pate is grac'd. 
Behold the ſheep who act by nature's law, 
A ſyſtem free of fraud, and fiee of flaw, 
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To fill the throne, as ſocn's their king is dead 
Conveen the flock, and g.ze on ev'iy head 
The happy head, which wears the horrs that's beſt, 
Is monarch made, and geveins all the ret : 
Wiſe is their choice; for ſhould they chuſe a ram 
Of royal blood, ſmooth headed as a lamb, 
He'd be too feeble to ſupport the crown ; 
But luſty horns can puſh rebellion down. 

To tonour, riches, and immortal fame, 


Of all men, Cuckolds have the ſureſt claim. 


Honours are plac'd upon the cuckold's head, 
Laurels around the cuckold's temples ſpread. 
He far ſurmounts all poverty and ſhame ; 

For ev'ry thing almoſt is given to him. 

Whey th' old wife puts ber pudding in the pot; 
Yor antient cuſtoms mult not be forgot; 

dhe mumbles thro” her throat, and ſays may luck held, 
And then ſhe gives her puddiog to ſome cuckold, 
The fiſherman, before their nets are throwo, 
Diſpoſe of fiſh that are noc yet their own, 

Soon as they ſhoot their boats, and hoilt their ſail, 
Some cuckold gets the herrings, every tail, 

The king and clergy's ceſs are very ſmall, 

Compar'd to cuckolds rents; for they get all. 

Theſe noble horns to womens wit we owe; 
They've made amends, who Wicught our overthrow, 
How woefully is womens wit employ'd, 

They are not eaſy foo!s to be decoy'd: 
By planting on their huſbands heads theſe horns, 
They purchaſe hoops, which their fair breech adorns. 
The wagtail's-catcr-vauling is a trade, 
Which is with pleafure, and with profit fed; 
Itclothes the ſpouſes tails, aad buſls the huſband'shead. 
O cuckolds, prize your Ax ER, be content, 
Your wife is ſtill your own, tho' ſometimes lent. 
Though lands be labour'd by another's plow, 
The baron's ſtill intitled to the feu. 
Not only has he rent, but homage paid; 
By all bis tecant-vaſſals he's obey d. 
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O cuckolds, UII give my advice to you, 

That ſpot of ground which bears the willow bought, 

If rightly farm'd, may bring you heaps of caſh; 

But follow folid maxims, don't be rath, 

Learn all your vaſſals names, and mark them down, 

And let their rent be every night «a crown, 

Thus every man i'th'year, (you'll ſurely thrive) 

Will pay three hundred crowns and ſixty five: 

And then for homage, claim it as your due, 

That every vaſſal make a leg, and bow, 

When at the croſs or kitk they meet with you. ; 

Thus you ſhall flouriſh, and be very great, 1 

And bleſs your wife, and bleſs your horned pate. 1 
Women, fair ſex! they're made for cur delight, 

Pleaſure's their only uſe, their native right. 

Pleaſure is their chief end, and higheſt glory, 

W hich learn from this the ſequel of my (tory. 
Strange tales ſix daughteis of ED INA ſpoke, | ? 

Who long had diagg'd the matrimonial yoke, | 
After the jolly days of Yule were ſpent, 

Which Tories make a feaſt, and Whips aleat ; 

Then pagan janus' feaſt day did ſucceed, 

And this to ſolemnize they're all agreed. | 

As Pheœbus did roll down the azure ball. | 

Whoſe ſetting beams did gild the caſtle- wall; | 

The time when beaux and buſy burghers meet, | 

To throng the ceilars, and to thin the (treet ; | 

Theſe ladies to fair Celia's lodge did fly, 


„ 


Without the ken of their horn'd huſband's eye, 
To drink hot poſſet, and to eat cold pye. 
When the ſaluting kiſs and cough was o'er, 
And cordials giv'n, that they might cough no more, 
The children's ailments, ſervants faults were told; 
One was a drab, the other was a ſcold, 
Fair Celia on her filver whiſtle calls 
For priſoners immur'd in cruſted walls; 
Some holy words pronounc'd, then every wife 
Falls cloſely to the battle of the knife. 
When mangled limbs were carried out of fight, 
They next car ouſe the triumph of the night. 
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From right to left the chearful hot-pot goes, 
Ard ſecrets were blab'd out beneath the roſe ; 
Till fair Semptonia, blooming like morn's Lies, * 
Tait turn'd ſixteen, and of a proper ſize; 

Wife to dull Samot, impotent and old, 

Even in her downy boſom icy cold, 

Did interrupt their mirth by ſhedding tears; 

And her repeated ſighs alarm'd their ears. 

All ſpoke at once; the cuſtom of their ſex |! 
What ſtrange malheur doth dear Sempronia vex ? 
Ah me! ſhe ſays, Though 'twill bring no relief, 
Yet I mult tell the occaſion of my grief; 

i've ſtriven to conceal it all this while ; 

I've ſtifled ſor row, and I've forc'd a ſmile; 

My crazy dottard, that old rotten Whig ! 

Says, 'Tis not he that makes my belly big: 

Alas ! he hath found out my whote intrigue. 

In wrath from me laſt morning he did part, 
Went to the damn'd aſtrologer Cathcart ; 

Plague on him, with his figures and his ſchemes, 
He's given a liſt of all my gallants names ; 

He's told the three that were above my garters, 
F. M * n and C—— C by 

O this may pall our mirth ! what will we do ? £ 


Aw 


The rogue Cathcart hath told the like of you; 
Our huſbands will turn cruel tyrants row. 
Quoth plump Coriſca, Plhaw, Is this it all; 
It doth not trouble me, nor ever ſhall. 
You ſpeak as if *twere theft, they're not ſore wrong'd ; 
You never knew a cuckold-maker hang'd; 
A fruitful ſoil like ours, you know 'tis true, 
If ill manur'd ſhould get a better plow : 
None but a fool will ſay, It ſhould lie lee; 
If any think it ſhould, 'twill ne'er be me. 
*T was not for nought, that nature gave us tails ; 
Then let theſe rogues ſhoot out their horns like ſoails, 
To her Dorinda, with a ſmiling grace, 
A thouſand Cupids dancing in her face, 
If *tis a crime, which yet I cannot ſee, 
To grant a fayour, ſure tis none in me; 
h | A 3 My 
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My meagre man, I might have call'd him ſpectte, , 
Tiples the live long day, —not gen'rous nectar ; { 

Does all night, no nuptial tribute pay'd : | 
I've with'd a thouſand times to be a maid, 


True, be jobs on ſometimes, and mounts the guard, 
What's that to the embraces of a laitd? | 
Who'll play all day at picquet, and at ombre. f } 


Will kiſs and toy all night, and never ſlumber : 
were rue in one, who has a pleaſant flow'r, 
Although by law 'tis really in his pow'r 

Not to allow a friend to ſmell its favour, 

Who'll give it back, and thank him for the favour, 
But we've ſuch humdrum men, ſach clumſey boors, 
If we are complaiſant, they call us whores. 

Next ſpoke ſweet Marjory, affable and pay, 
Wich conquering charms, like lady of the May 

With age and gout my huſband's almoſt dead, 

Vas ever yet a diamond ſet in lead? 

Dead to the feats of love; and therefore I, | 
'Tis wife philoſophy, mult ſeek ſupply : | 
He who condemns this, knows not what he ſays; 
*Tis natwe's law which every one obeys. 

When blyth Zelinda's turn to ſpeak came or 
(Qnoth ſhe, when I was married to Meſs Joho, | 
did as other honeſt women do; | 
Bat, thanks to heaven, I've got @ captain now : 
Jle'll talk a ſummer's day, with martial din, 
Of taking ravelines, and half moons in, 
As if that he were only born to fight; 

And what he ſpeaks all day, he acts at night. 
N Then, to ſpeak next, to Delia did belong; 
But ſhe not eloquent gave them A SONG, 
: Why Should a fonrliſh marriage vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Be binding on each other now, 
4 | When mutual love's decay'd ? Ke, 
: 
| 
: 


Celia, the faireſt of that female throng, 
Thus charm'd them with the muſic of her tongue ; 
Once there were golden days, but oh ! they're goae: 
Twas in the reign of glorious Solomon, 


Pandora 
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Pandora gave love - philters to the women, 

With which they ſleep'd; and when they fell a- dreaming, 
By them in royal pomp the king wes ſecn, 

Who us'd them as he did the Sheban queen, 


They took their hot- pot, 2nd went home to bed, 


Reſolving to keep up the honet trade. 


0 1-6 
For the lang Nights of WINTER. 


In DiaLcGues hetwixt the TixKLARIAN Doc- 
TOR and his CRANDAM, Ec. 


The Taylor cry'd, and fell into à cough, 
And the whole choir did bold their hifs and laugh, 
Ard waxen in their mirth, did ſneeze and ſwear, 
A merrier our was never wajted here, 


A 8 SHAKESPTARE,. 


The winter nights in merriment and play, 
T hey paſs, te drive the tedisus hours away. 


TINKLARIAN DOCTOR, 
N a winters night, my gran'am {pinning, 
To make a web of gocd Scots linen ; 
Het ſtool being plac'd next to the chimley ; 
For ſhe was auld, and ſaw right dimly : 
My Iucky-dad, an honeſt Whig, 
Was telling tales of Bothwel-brig ; 
He could not miſs to mind th' attempt, 
For he was fitting peeling hemp. 
My aunt, whom nane dare ſay has no grace, 
Was reading on the Pilgrim's Progteſs; 
The meikle taiker, Davie Dallas, 
Was telling blads of William Wallace: 
My mither-bade her ſecond ſon ſay, 
What he'd by heart of Davie Lindlay. 
Our herd, whom all folks hate that knows him, 
Was buſy hunting in his boſom, 


'Ti!!, 


Till, being tir'd with twa hours ſcratching, 

He fell ac length to quick diſpatching ; 

Ne'er Roman flew ſo many Grecians, 

As he did of his blood relations; 

Nor did he think it was a fin, 

To be the dead of all his kin. 

The bairns and vyes were all within doors, c 
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The youngeſt of us chewing cynders, 
And all the auld ones telling wonders, 
I'll tell you mine, you ne'er heard droller, 
* Tis meikle worth to be a ſcholar, 
I've ſeen you where yon never was, 
* And where you ne'er will be; 
[| But yet within that very place, 
1 You ſhall be ſeen by me. 
GRANDAM. 
* that dings all; but 'tis a fiction, 
A plain and perfect contradiction; 
You'll ſee me where I ne'er will be. 
I I never heard a greater lie. 
il TINK, DOCTOR, 
Gran'am, look up unto the glaſs, 
And there you'll ſee your wrinkled face, 
GRANDAM. 
I vow, I'd rather giv'n ten dollars, 
| Befere 1 had not bred you ſcholars. 
| 
| 
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I love to hear your ſweet debating, 

With ane word Scots, the other Latin; 

There's nane of all the bairn- time ſtupid, 

iS Their beards may all wag in the pulpit : 

i E'en Sandy, if to next year ſpar'd, 

1 May be a chaplain to a laird. 

But, hear me Willie; ye're the eldeſt, 

I ken you can a (tory tell beſt ; 

|| With all your clergy tell the wonder, 

| I cannot, tho' I'm near an hunder, 

Why my teeth, younger than my tongue, 

Hard as a ſtane or well dry'd rung. 57 

Should moulder like a rotten liver, 
Yet my ſoft tongue continue clever? 
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Or why ſhoe- ſoles ſo ſoon decay, 

Ia leſs than fix months quite away, 

Yet my thin hide ſhould never wear, 

Tho' daily worn this oinety year? 

Or, tell me, if you ken the matter, 

Why ale, being thicker far than water, 

Should in my throat get eaſy dowufal, 

But water choaks me, were't a ſpoerful 

TINK. DOCTOR, 

Grandam, I'll anſwer all your wonders, 

Beginning at the firſt, your grinders ; 

Mult not that wear which ne'er lies (till, 

Ay grindiog like the Canno-mill : 

You're juſt a mill, your mouth's the happer, 

Your teeth the mill ſtanes, tongue the clapper; 

Ye ken the clapper is bur thin, | 

And, like your tongue, ay making din; 

Yet it will wear out twenty mill-ſtanes, 

Tho' they are kent not to be ill ſtanee, 

As o the ſecond, you'd conſider, 

That beaſts have different kinds of leather ; 

Shoe-ſoles from dead beaſts they do flae, 

But ye are living, lang be't ſae. 

As to the jait, *bout ale and water, 

Ale gangs down, cauſe you like it better. 
GRAiNDAM. 

The laſt's the trueſt of the thiee, 

The ſhame a word of that's a lie, 

TINR. DOCTOR, 

Gran'am, I've anſwer'd all your queſtions, 

Give's a tale, ane of your beſt anes. 
GRANDAM. 


11 tell you a tale, — in the days of Cromwell, 


When Charles the firſt from the throne did tumble; 
I was about fourteen years and an half old, 
When the rogues took his head aff on a ſcaffold: 


We were very ill-faſh'd with the Engliſh land-loupers, 


And the hail country was o'er-1un with moſs troopers ; 
I went out upon a night with my ſiſter Jean, 
I mind yery well 'twas on Valentine's-e'en ; 


We'd 


* 
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We'd been drawing our valentines, I drew John Strang, 


Ile had a baſe property, *rwas ſcyre wrang; 
Red hait'd, dith brow'd, 
Bladder lipped, meikle mow'd. 
We met with my auld jo Geordie Browo, 
He liv'd, when he was liviag, in th' Oveitown, 
His face was big and fair like a fu' moon; 
He had on a ſvit with prince's metal button, 
His twa hands were like twa hind legs of mutton ; 
I'm fure it was not with eating, he was nat glutton. 0 
His legs mens'd all the parifh at kirk and market, 


| He ſaid to me, tis bawdy, I had beſt haik it; 


Lend me your lug, Giles, and i'll round it in, 

Now for your life, limmer, offer to tell't again: 

But we were cry'd back upon, by my ſiſter Mary, 

So Geordie and we fel] to play at blind Hary. 

Geordie gigled and leugh ay, when 1 was ta'en, 

And the place he gript me by, was the wame; 

Bat the farmers coming in to birl their placks, Q 
We left the drunken carles to their own cracks, | 
Wewenttothe barnyard & play'd bogle about the (tacks 9 


When I was wearied with hiding, and he with purſuiag, 


SH. Goo 4 


vs © tt gerast a hax- lack, and fell cloſs tothe wooing; 
Hle flaver'd all my lips, aud turo'd very uncivi, 5 


He thruſt up his hand the length of my navel ; 
I gar'd all the folk hear me, and cr y'd out like a devil. 
The de'il take me, quoth I, bleſſing myſelf, if 1 be 
| your iowa, 
Sae tell me, are you in mows or earneſt, Geordie Brown? 
I'm in earneſt, quo' Geordie, tis better nor craking, 
Make nae noiſe, Beſſie, tis ay good to be taking; 
But out came my mither with a rock in her boſom, 
She gave him his paiks, ard ſoundly did toſs him, 
He took to his heels and ſcour'd thto' the green, 
So l' never forget that Valentine's e'en, | 
| TINK. DOCTOR, 
Gran'am, I'm ay fear'd you've been an auld ſinner, 
You love a bawdy tale, as I do my dinner, 
tell you a tale ſhould not be forgotten, 
The wife I'm fpeaking of is both dead and 101ten : 


An 
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Jan hoveſt Cameronian near the Bow-head, 


She was ſae very affl Red when her huſvand was 1227 
Ev ning and morning ſhe went to the Gray-friats 


(If this be not true, many ane's liars) 


It happer'd anes as ſhe went there to maurn, 


But fiſt ſhe behoved to make ber burn: 


And bunk'ring down upon the cald graſs, 


A thiſtle on the grave jagged her arſe, 
She thcupht her buttocks was touched by old cuff, 
Thruſting bis hand up thro” the turf; 


* She ran away crying, five times or ſix, 


Dead cr alive you mind your auld tricks, 
MAUSE. 


Out fy, brother, ye {tain your profeſhon, 


IH you ſpeak that way 1 Il tell the ſeſſion; 

A ſtory that's bawdy is not worth a plack man, 
I'll tell you a tale of Jamie the packman. 

Ye cou'd not but ken gleid Jamie Cenniogham, 
As he was travelling within a mile of Tunningham, 
He ſat down at a fald dyke for to eaſe his back, 
*T wad burlien our mare to've carried his pack: 
As te was riling to gang ſome miles farther, 

He hitch'd his pack o'er his left ſhoulder ; 

The ſwing of the pack brought him to the ground, 
And choak'd him dead; the laitd of the grcund, 
On the very ſpot where his ſervants fand him, 

Put up a ſtane with this men.orendum, 


What e'er come of the pack, 

Spend ay the other plack, 

And let ne'er your gear o'ergang you, 
Keep ay your back light, 

And your pack tiglit, 

And then'it never will hang you. 


Liule JAMIE, 
Gran'am, give me a pair of new breiks, 
And I'll tell you ſome things will gar you rive your cheeks | 
GRANDAM, 
Bleſſings vpon the wean, hear how he ſpeaks, 
My dear, ye'Il not want it,if I ſhould buy them with 1 
Little 
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Little JAMIE, 
*T was auld lang ſyne, in an hamely converſe, 
A Scotiman bade the king and court kiſs his a—ſe, 
GRANDAM. 
Miſlear'd fallow, the meikle devil ſpeed him, 
I'm fare the kiog wad gar hang him, or head him, 
Little JAMIE. 
Indeed he did neither, but thought him a fit tool, 
To be carry'd to court, and made the k:ag's fool, 
GRANDAM. 
They turn all fools goes there, Jamie, that's nae lie, 
Our laird ſpends his filler there ilka bawbie ; 
He had anes a bra' fortune, its a' gane to wrack ; 
For London's a place that herries the pack ; 
1 believe, this day he's not worth five and a plack. 


The lords and lairds tha: gae up ſae faſt thither, 


Are juſt like the bairns that forget their auld mither ; 
And like the northland folk, that come from beyond Tay, 
To return back again they ſeldom find the way: 
They ſay our lairds ta'en up about ſtate aFiirs, 

hame fa' that wark, makes many poor heirs, 

Little JAMIE 

Let us who ſtay at hame, ſtudy to be thrivers, 
And we'll turn lairds, when the lairds turn dyvers : 
Bat Gran'am, let me tell out my bra' ſport, 
How the man ſpake to the king and his court; 
' Cwas king James the ſixth, when he rang twenty years 
King of England, and ihen came down with his peers, 
To viſit Scotland, where he got his being. 
The kings ſiaſyne think were not worth their ſeeing, 5 
King George wad nae come if it wad ſave us frae dying; 
For theſe Engliſh cuckulds who would cut ou throats, 
Gar the honeſt man turn his back on the Scots: 
I love ay that miniſter, he was an hone«it gentleman, 
Who ſaid ance in a preaching,the devil was an Engliſhman; 
And by the reaſon he gave, it's very true indeed, 
When ſcholars raiſe the devil, he has horns on his head. 
But to return to my tale, the king and his dunnawaſſels, 
Came to ſee the Scots gentry and all his vaſſals; 


As 
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As he lodg'd on the road, vhere they ſauld brandy and ale, 


And the king was turn'd canty with the other gill; 
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He aſked the land- lord, how long he'd liv'd there : 
The man anſwered, five hundred years and mair, 
I and my predeceſſors, tho? you may think it a baſe lie, 
'Tis as true as ony thing in the black book of Paiſley, 
Do you ken, ſaid the king, wha was your chief, 
He was hang'd. quo” the man, on the gallows of Crieff, 
Waes me, quo' the king, it ſeems he's been a thief, 
Indeed I'm ſure he was nae that, quo' the other, 
But king David gart hang baith him and his brother. 
What was the crimes they dy'd for, ſaid king James, 
May be they were rebels, what was their names ? 
Indeed, anſwer'd the man, they were not baptiz'd, 
But jult took to themſelves what names they pleas d; 
For the ſign of the croſs, us'd then by popiſh fallows, 
Look'd as if the bairns were to die on the gallows : 
But for the good of Scotland, they gat aft ſair banes; 
The name of the eldeſt was, Praiſe- god Bare-banes ; 
The ſecond brother's name, who was a laird in the Merſe, 
Was, an't pleaſe your majeſty, Kiſs-my-a—ſe : 
Bare banes came to be treaſurer, by which he wan filler, 
And for two years together, Kiſs-my a—ſe chancellor; 
But thereafter Bare- banes was chancellor, for he was a 
cunning ſpark, 
And Kifs-my-a--ſe was twice juſtice clerk : 
Yet falling fome way thereafter under the king's anger, 
They kend they wad be hang'd, if they ſtay'd ony langer; 
Sae they travell'd in diſguiſe, that they might not be kend, 
And turn'd baith of them trencher-makers to their life's 
end: | 
They travell'd with tinkers and gypſies, thro' mony 
man's ground. | 
Bare-banes made his four-nooked, Kiſs-my-a--ſe's were 
all round, | 
GRANDAM: | 
Sirs, heard you e'er a bairn ſpeak ſae in his age, 
He'll be the tinklarian all o'er, 1 ſee by his viſage, 
Who is well kend to be the prettieſt man in this age. 
B | 
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The Faiz Maip or DUMBLANE, 


HE authors of romances and novels, 
Talk big of fluttering beaux and ſparkling belles ; 
Strephon the lovers ſprung from noble blood, 
And Celia is a rich and Jovely prude : 
To great folk Cupid only is a gueſt; 
Love dare not reign in a plebeian breaſt : 
The poor do like unthinking atoms dance, 
And marry, as the world was made, by chance; 
This poets and philoſophers advance, 
Wiſe as they are they may be in the wrong, 
Altho' the laſt was great Lucretius' ſong, 
The gods, ſay they, have a ſuperior care; 
A thouſand Sylphs fit on Belinda's hair, 
Protect bright Cloe when ſhe plays at ombre, 
And, being aerial ſpirits, cannot ſlumber ; 
Theſe ladies guard at tea and mattadores, 
Becauſe they're rich and great, —-tho' ſometimes whores, 
The gods deſpiſe a linſey-woolſey gown ; 
But to the ruſling ſilks reſpect is ſhown, 
Yet, under favour, tis not my opinion; 
For little Cupid hath a large dominion, 
Great wits may with their learned logick fail, | 
And I with my blunt eloquence prevail : 5 
Then hear with patience this my country tale. 

In days of old, when Kenneth rul'd the nation, 
And trews and naked buttocks were in faſhion, 
Maids did not fence their bums with ribs of whales, 
But, juſt as nature made them, wore their tails. 
The ſcope of all love tales and am'rous charms, 
Is to have naked Meg claſp'd in our arms, 

There liv'd within an humble highland cottage 
An honeſt pair, but both of them in dotage ; 
Donald, who never heard of foreign news, 
Convers'd with horſe, and ſheep, and droves of cows, 
And jolly Marg'ry was his aged ſpouſe, 
Twice twenty years made up their wedlock ſtate : 
Their means were competent, not very great; 
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A lovely daughter bleſs'd their hoary hairs, 
The only pledge of all their youthful years. 

For ſtatute, manners, and a lovely face, 

She was the vet y proverb of the place: 
The darling of her family 2nd friends, 

In blooming youth juſt erter'd in her teens. 

The beauteous maid, Coriſca, was her name, 
Thro' neighbouring ſhires had ſpread a laſting fame. 
From ev'ry corner of the country came, 

A lover to make knowa his am'rous flame. 

A learned clerk, five tradeſmen, and a ſwain, 
Call'd Colin, who dwelt in the neighbouring plain, 
Made up the number of Coriſca's train, 

The ſcribe was famous for his plodding noddle, 
Told her daik {tories out of Ariltotle, 

Was very grave ; but Colin took his bottle, 

The tradeſmen they were wealchy proud and vain; 
But Calin was an honeſt humble ſwain. 

Tho” rich as C:ce\us, and as wiſe as Solon, 
Coriſca would have none, ſave cn'y Colin, 

Small worldly ſubſtance fell to Colin's ſhare ; 

But he was open, plain and d<bonarr, | 

Of equal temper, ſtedfaſt as the rocks, 

Chearful as May, and harmicfs as his lacks : 


4. 


Good face, good ſhapes, gocd nature aud good ſenſe, 


Are qualities fiould make a mar. a prince. 
Colin enjoy'd theſe in a high degree; 
Coriſca lov'd him well, and only he. 

Her parents govertment was ſoft and mild, 


They ſeldom ſpoke, and whea they ſpoke they il, 


And ſhe knew all the duties cf a child, 
One morning aged Dorald and his wife 
Says, daughter, you're the ſolace of our life; 
Our age's prop, our Joys of life are gone, 
And your's, {weet child, we hope are diawing on. 
O bring us not with ſorrow to the grave, 
Tis but a ſingle fayour that we crave; 
Wed e're we die, but don't with Colin wed ; 
And when we've feen you in the nuptial bed, 
B 2 
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Our aged, crazy, tott'ring bones, we truſt, 
Will ſoon thereafter ſleep in peaceful duſt. 
Mournful Coriſca knew not what to do; 1 
Loth to refuſe, and loth to make the vow ; 
She did the laſt, as ſafeſt of the two. 
Parents, ſhe ſays, *tis you that gave me life, 
Till you conſent, I ne'er ſhall be a wife : 
Hear me, ye heavens, I make this ſacred vow, 
To marry as my parents ſhall allow. 
But maidens vows ate wind, and nothing elſe ; 
And this the ſequel of my ſtory tells. 

Once as the ſun the Weſtern ſkies ſtole down, 
And in the eaft aroſe the filver moon; 
Now toiling hiefers, wounded with the goad, 
Are all releaſed from the ſervile load: 
Now from the muirs the hunters homeward ride, 
With umquhile mauking dangling at their fide ; 
From diflant hamlet hungry ſchool-boy comes, 
With running noſe, and blowing o'er his thumbs : 
To neighb'ring ale-houſe tipling curate goes, 
With tatter'd crape, to iake a deep carouſe: 
From verdant woods with founding horas the ſwains 
Bring home the milky mothers of the plains, 
Coriſca goes to bughts to milk the ewes, 
And ſpies her Colin whiſtling o'er the knows; 
Driving his charge down to the nightly fold 
His yellow hair was like the ſtreataing gold; 
He grac'd his trews, his crook and tartan plaid: 
As fine as Kenneth was the ſwain array'd. 
The laſs was finging with a thavughtleſs air, 
For ſaving love, ſhe had no worldly care, 
Coriica chuckl'd when the lad ſhe view'd; 
A joy went tingling thro' her maſs cf blood, 
Once ſhe had growiag thoughts to be his wife; 
A rapid pleaſure touch'd the ſtrings of life. 
Colin ſooo folded up his woolen drove, 
And runs to quench his eager thirſt of love: 
Kind words he ſpoke, his wearied head did reſt 
Upon the peaceful pillow of her breaſt, 
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| Around her waiſt his loving arms was ſpread ; 
There he ſolac'd upon the downy bed. 
j Often did Colin his Coriſca kiſs, 


| The certain pledges of a future bliſs. 
| The loving pair vpon green paſtures lay ; 
| And made the ev'ning for to crowa the day, 
Beneath a willow's cooling ſhade, 
Nature's foft and moſly bed, 
Th” am'rous couple lay: 
Colin felt a burning flame, 
Wrſh'd for what he duiſt got name; 
At laſt began to ſay, 
Coriſca ſhall I ſing a ſong, 
1'll not make it very long: 
You have half an hour to ſpare, 
*Ere you milk your fleecy care: 
1 have driven the ewes too faſt, 
Let them get a little reſt. 
You'll not thiak the time too long ; 
We'll beguile it with a ſong. 
How a ſhepherd lov'd a laſs, 
And did court her on the graſs; 
But the maid was cruel coy, 
And refus'd to wed the boy: 
With the grief his heart he broke, 
He leapt over a ſteep rock : 
'Thus he made an end of life, 
Since ſhe wou'd not be his wife. 
Coriſca ſays, dear Colin, ſing, 
. Muſic is a pleaſant thing: 
Sure the woman has been mad 
For to kill a loving lad. 
Colin's heart was wond'rous glad, 
When he heard the words ſhe ſaid, 
Soon did he begin to ſing, 
And made all the valleys ring: 
But ſo mournful was the tale, 
It iovited philomel ; 
Who did hear the muſic ſweet, 
And doth (till the notes repeat, 
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A SONG, 


To the tune of MoRNING O GEBERL AND. 1 


PROLOGUE, 
A ſutlong or ſo from boony Dumblain, 
Liv'd a fair nymph and an am'tous ſwain 
Colin was the name of the ſwain, 
Horiſca the maid created his pain. 
He lov'd her beyond all the comforts of life, 
Pray'd daily to heav'n ſhe might be his wife. 


Ber hair is like the heckl'd lint, : 
uo Colin, quo Colia; 
But her heart as hard as ine S 6 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Jler face is like the riſing moon, | 
Quo Colin, quo Colin ; 


Clearer than a ſilyer-ſpoon, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 

Red, like claret, is her cheeks, d 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 


oi lore rod wie A — 


And they dimple when ſhe ſpeaks, ; 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Her lips doth wear a ſcarlet dye, | 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; | 


Like cherties in the month of May, | 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; | 
Her teeth is like the iv'ry bone, | 
; Quo Colin, quo Colin, | 
But her heart like pumice ſtone, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Her breaſts are whiter than the ſnow, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin, 
Softer than hauſs-locks of the ew, 
| Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Whiter is her legs and thighs, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin, 
Than the curds which make the cheeſe, 
Quo Colin, qno Colin; 
Long 
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Long and ſlender is her waiſt, 

1 Quo Colin, quo Colin, 
4 It would tempt the pariſh prieſt, 

D, Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
4 ' Tho? he were an Anchorite, 

2 Quo Colin, quo Colin, 


| Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
When ſhe ſits on hills or rocks, 
J Quo Colin, quo Colin, 


; To enjoy a nymph ſo ſweet, 


Soon do 1 forſake my flocks, 
| Quo Colin, quo Colin; 

She doth kill me with her eyes, 
*; ; Still rolling, ſtill rolling; 
But ſhe cares not for my cries, 


as Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Nor takes ſhe n notice of my ſighs, \ 
n; b Quo Colin, quo Colin 
* Long have 1 coarted this fair maid, 
13 { Quo Colin, quo Colin, 
Hut ſhe Qighted all 1 ſaid, 
3. | Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
I am wearied of my life, h 
7 , Quo Colin, quo Colin, 


Sipce ſhe will not be my wife, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
I'll forſake my friends and flocks, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin, 
And fly over ſteepy rocks, 
Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
Life without hei's full of trouble, 
uo Colin, quo Colin; 


Nothing but a filly bubble 

Quo Colin, quo Colin; 
In love's rage he left his ſheep, 

Poor Colin, poor Colin! 
And did take the fatal leap, 

Poor Colin, poor Colin! 


When 
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When Coriſca heard the news, 
Of Colin, of Colin, 
She forſakes her lambs and ewes 
For Colin, for Colin; 
When ſhe ſaw the ſwain was dead, 


Poor Colin, poor Colia! 
She fell ſick and took her bed, 


For Colin, for Colin; 


Diſtracted with the grief, ſhe cried, 


For Colin, for Colia, 
And gave up the ghoſt and dy'd, 

For Colin, for Colin, 
Coriſca heard her Colin's artful tale, 
Minded her vow,” but nature did prevail. 
Colia, ſays ſhe, the [tory can't be true, 
For, of that name, I ne'er heard one ſave you: 
If fat, Coriſca's been a cruel creature, 
And wanted all the ſoftneſs of my nature. 
Colin replies, part's true of what I've ſaid, 
I am the ſwain, and you the cruel maid : 
Long have I courted you my charming fair, 
But you are deaf to Colin's ev'ry prayer : 
I hear you've ſworn by the pow'rs above, 
Never to entertain your Colin's love : 
And did the dotard fools extort the yow, 
Cruel Coriſca, ſhall I think it true: 
To ſuch an unjuſt yow have no reſpect; 
Or break your vow, or I will break my neck. 
I'm not, ſays ſhe, inflexible to love, 
Could I, dear Colin, this curs'd vow remove; 
To break my vow, dare I be fo unjuſt, 
* would ſend my aged parents to the duſt, 
What then, ſays Colin, will it be a crime 
To give them heav'n a year before their time; 
O! 'tis an action that will make you thrive, 
To keep the loving Colin ſtill alive. 
Thus Colin ſpoke, and did her heart betray; 
She broke her 70w, and marry'd him next day. 


The 
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The MARRIAGE betwixt ScrarE, 
1 Monarch of the Maunders, & BL us- 
BERLIPS, Queen of the Gypſies. 


| 12 of late in fogs and through thick miſt, 


Without a guide, ſave Willy wi' the wiſp; 
} wander'd, for the bright decoying rogue 
Hop'd to wild heaths, and many a moſſy bog; 
Trembling 1 ſtumbled through deep pits and ditches, 
Thinking to meet the devil and his witches 
I'm ſure they keep their nightly meetings bere, 
Where never prieſt nor human foot draws near; 8 


; Upon this ſpot they dance and revel all the year: 


At laſi a joyſul muſic reach'd my ear, 

I did the din of diſtant waters hear, 

Janis went off, the day began to clear : 

I leap'd with joy, bending my courſe with ſpeed, 

To reach the water; and I found it Tweed, 

Glad was my heart when I its banks did view; 

There | beheld a very jovial crew, 

Below fair Peebles, or the river's ſide, 

The merry beggars buſking were a bride; 

A gang of ſtrollers, acting there theii freiks - 

Gambling and dancing as merry as Greeks. 

Ja a thicket of trees myſelf 1 hid, 

And heard and ſaw all that the beggar's did. 

No ſhellicoat-goblin, or elf on the green, 

E'er tripp'd more nimbly than the beggars queen 

Blubberlips the bride, did dance and play, 

For this it ſeems, was her wedding day; 

She was match'd to old Scrape, the maunders king, 

(This made all the rag-reg'ment to ſing) 

Who gave her a curch as wide as a hood; 

A filver brotch, and a ſilken ſnood ; 

A pearl'd croſs cloth; a woven belt; 

A large leathern ſwag to hold the gelt; 

A pair of ſcizats to clip the plaiſters, 

To keep open the wounds which ſhew their diſaſters 
Needles 
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Needles to ſew their paſs · ports when torn; 

Ay elſhin to coble the ſhoes when worn; 

A ſtring of beads; a bitch and a kent, 

To help her through the bogs and the bent; 

A blanket; a pair of new ſoal'd hoſe; 

A mill with ſnitban, to pepper her noſe, I 
You're queen of the covee, ſays he, tho' in rags, 5 4 


My fair fuſs you ſhall carry the bags; 

All night you ſhall ly on pillows of flags. 

I've truf'd you a lady's ſhirc from the hedge 
Au'd louſy duds gars ay folk fidge. 

On pad of bulruſhes your buttocks I'll lay, 
Thee ſleep and ſing, till the cock crow day; a 
Then beg on the way, and rob all we meet, 5 
Steal from the hedge both the ſhirt ard the ſheet, J 
1'!i pour on thy pale, a pot of good ale, | 
Liughing like us at every mail; 

On itolen eggs and butter we'll dine, 

My bona roba in a cloven- pine; 

With ducklings in ſeaſon; bacon and peaſe 
Capons, tmkeys, and fat dabs of cheeſe: 

I'll learn you to filch a duck or a hen, 

Fill the ſwag with lour, for a bouſing- ken. 


And a begging wwe will go, 
And a bepging we will go; 
With a pack for our oat meat, 
Another fer our rye ; 

A little bottle by cur fide, 
To drink when ue are dry. 
And a begging we will ge, &c. 


Blubber lips kiſs'd him ten times and mair : 

Cries, bleſſings lye lurking in his tufts of hair 
Lang grows his beard, thick, fork'd and fair: 

I'll kemb his beard, bis whiſker's PII plet; 

With ſeathers of ravens, bruſh his bald pate. 
He'll Iy on the pad with his dell till ſhe twang ; 
Let the conſtable, juſtice, and the devil, go hang. 
When we roolt ip baros, old chuck will teach us, 
To cut bien whids, and be perfect in cruiches ; 


o 
” Po - 
* * 
* 2 


To 


On SEVERAL Occastions, 27 


To clap our fambles, throw up our nab cheats; 

To flch from the hedge, both the ſhirts and the ſheets, 
The cowlies on the ſtraw, with the morties will be glad, 
But ilk' ane muſt maund on his own pad: 

The doxies turn up their keels and ſpelder, 
? 7 Wapping till a kinch twang in their kelder. 


The covee coming by, 
Will bumbumbis cry, 
Hedge-hog, toad, beetle, 
Dick the jewels, 
> There they ly. 
Then a flecket'd blew- ey d hag began to ſing, 
To the tune of old Sir Simon the king. 


BEGGARS SoNG, out of BEAUMONT 
and FLETCHERS Plays. 


© Caſt our caps and care away, 

«© This is beggars holy- day; 

% At the wedding of our king, 

* Thus we ever dance and ſing. 

* In the world, look out and ſee, 
„Where's ſo happy a prince as he? 
« Where's the nation lives ſo free, 
And ſo merry as do we? 

« Beit peace, or be it war, 

«© Here at liberty we are, 

« And enjoy our eaſe and reſt, 

„% When others ate with care oppreſt; 
<< Nor are call'd into the town, 


1 «© To be troubl'd with the gown. 

ESE «© Hang the government we cry, 

| Their officers we do defy; 0 
«© Let magiſtrates on gibbets die. 


M When the ſubſidy's increas'd, 
** We are dot a penny ceſs'd ; 
Nor will any go to law 

% With a begpar for a ſtraw, | 
„All which happineſs he brags, 
He doth owe unto his rags. 


% Then 
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% Then a begging we will go, 
%% And a begging we will go, Oe. 


In the midſt of their mirth, dunnawaſſels drew nigh, | 
King Scrape roſe up with the hue and the cry; 
FPurveyors to your crutches; wooden legs, wry faces; 
* To your poſtures ; learn your halting paces. 
* Red botch rid you, make falſe bellies, ye whores; 
% Slover-chops, to your ſtilts, lay open your ſores, 
** Beedſmen tye your tackling, haſte, the lour briag, 
To litter the cubs, and bouſe the king,” 
The tatter'd reg'ment took the alarm, 
Some wanted a leg, and others an arm: 
The queen was criple, with a broken leg; 
And thus ſhe ſhewed them the art to beg. 


The BEGGING CaNT. 


Bleſs your worſhips, throw us a penny ; 
Pity the wretches, poor and many; 
Mind the blind who cannot lee ; — 
Give's but a doit, or lriſh - babie. 
Spare ſomething to the dumb and lame, 
All ſtarving with a hungry wame; 
And he who ſent you guide you hame. 
She canted till the got 
The matter of a groat, 
Which ſhe to Scrape did briog, 
For he was own'd for king; 
And merrily did ſing. 


The Sox. 


Here in peace and love we dwell, 
Who'd be nobles, prithee tell, 
When the beggars live ſo well. 
Then blyth, very blyth, very blyth, let us be, 
King George needs a million, but ſo do not we: 
We'll dance, and we'll ſing under the hawthorg tree. . 
Ju 
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Juſt now 'thas beea our lot 
For to pick up a groat, 
1 We'll put it in the pot, 
And merry, merry, merry, very merry let us be. 


C. 


w nigh, 


* * 0 
cen Amorous Epiſtle from the Abbot 
hores; BoTHWELL, to ELEONORA a Lady NUN, 
ores, e 

briag, DavcnrER, 


EAU T Vis juſtly term'd a divine ray, 
| By wbich our Maker doth his pow'r diſplay ; 
The fathers of the church do {till conclude, 
The fair are always exquiſitely good: 
That lovely face of thine's a glals where we 
Behold the rays cf pure divinity, 
Th' Almighty ſhews his love unto the fair, 
Allowing them two atiributes to ſhare ; 
Theſe attributes moſt proper to his nature, 
And you enjoy them both, my charming creature. 
"T were rank ingratitude t' indulgent heav'n, 
Not to employ the talents God hath giv'n. 
Was't for no other end heav'n beauty made 
But tantalize oui eyes, and uſeleſs fade? 
He was too kind, beſtow'd the charming pow'r, 
To make it crime, to touch the pleaſant flow'r, 
Life's not more nat'ral to mankind than love; 
(Need Ia thing fo very eaſy prove?) 
There's a deſire implanted in each creature, 
T' unite with what's moſt proper to its nature; 
This animates the whole terreſtrial ball, 
Inſtiact, we call it, in the animal: 
That natural caſt, which to the center brings; 
The term we pive it in inan'mate things; 
In man, the nobleſt creature on the earth, : 
The ſigo of wildom and celeſtial birth. 
Theſe functions of our life, to flezp, or move, 
Are not more natural than for us to love: 
e. Nothing ſo deep below, ſo bigh above, 
Juſt But feels the mighty influence of love. 


The 


OD CI EES 


We admire bis goodneſs, when we gaze on you. 


26  $COTS PO ENS 


The rugged earth, th' inexorable ſea, 

The winds and itars, all own its ſoy'reignty : 
Nothing's too good, too great, but what it ſways ; 
All things are at its will, and ev'ry thing obeys, 

If love be ſweet to theſe immers'd in rife, 
Burden'd with all the ſervile cares of life, 

* is much more fo, to pious ſouls that dwell, 
Recluſe and cloiſter'd in a lonely cell: 

Calm and ſerene, we feel no weight of ſorrow, 
What we're to day, we'll be the ſame to mo; row: 
No gilded baits of honour do invite 

To toils all day, and ſleepleſs hours all night, 
Tho' luxury our convent be deny'd, 

With freſh ſubſiſtence daily we're ſupply d; 

We hear no noiſe of war, or {oreign news; 

Then let ſoft love employ the religious; 

We mock all riches which the world adore all; 
Our diſpoſitions phyſical and moral, 

Long time with ſaints have ſtock'd the courts above, 
M hoſe hearts receiv'd th' impreſs of divine love; 
Saints love ſo vigorous grows, that at the length, 
They love with all their ſoul and all their ſtrength. 
But as the brutes, (ſo the ſupreme defign'd) 

Have by their maſter diff rent taſks aſſign'd; 
According as their ſtrength and kind allow, 

Some ae for pleaſure, others for the plow : 

So we who mult the Almighty's Jaws fulfil, 
Perform the mighty dictates of his will. 

Theſe pre-ordained by the pow'rs abore, 

Give up their hearts whoily to divine love; 

For this ſeraphic love the church ſtill pants; 

” Tis this makes martyrs, confeffors and ſaints, 
But the devout, to whom the gifts not giv'a 

Of violent inclinations for heav'n, 

Riſe up with grace implanted in their nature, 

By lower contemplations of the creature : 

We love our Maker, as the others do, 

Love him dilated in his works below: 0 


When 


— 
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hen I behold your charms, your ev'ry grace, 
Your matchleſs ſhape, the wonders of your face, 
l adore the Omnipotent ; I muſt confeſs 
I ſee his image in the lovely glaſs: 
Thus 1 mount up, on love's triumphant wings, 
To the eternal principle of things. 
1 I by its natural emanations know, 
1 Pleaſures of heav'n above, and earth below: 
30, without guilt of ſacrilege, I ſhare 
My heart 'twixt divice love, and you my charming fair, 
To make us happy, heaven did deſign 
That we ſhould in our Maker's image ſhine ; 
This we eſtabliſh as a rule of faith, 
The thing which makes us happy, makes us ſafe; 
And that is love, 
The ardor of my love makes me impart 
To you the great arcanas of my heart; 
My ghoſtly counſel take, be no more coy, 
Prepare to meet me, and the coming joy. 


EPETAPH'S. 


EPITAPH on Grokcet PaTERSON, 
who hewed out the ſubterrancan 


Caves at GILMER TON, 


— 


Opus quinque annorum. 


I. 


ITE did not live upon the earth, 
1 Yet was no Antipode, 
An army could not lift his bed, 
Tho? only thiee fit broad. 
| | N 
He liv'd as now he lies, below, 
But curſt or bleſt we do net know, 


To put upon record. | 
„ 5 His 
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His labours being rocky ſtone, 
Won't follew him when he is gone, 
Like thoſe die in the Lord: 
III. 
Tb' eſtate he left conſiſts in land, 
On which the ſun ne'er ſhone; 
No bird or beaſt did ever and, 
Or graſs did grow thereon.” 
IV, 
His heritage is ſituate ſo, 
Til! laſt without all doubt, 
For all the wind that e'er did blow 
Could never find it out. 
V. 
It fears no fire, it feels no plow, 
Was never wet with morning dew, 
Pays neither ceſs nor teind. 
Sure, paſſenger, when this you read, 
You'll think his heirs have ſcarcely bread ; 
Admire how they're maintain'd. 


INSCRIPTION on the Cave at Gir- if 
| MER TON. 


a r 
wg 


PON the earth thrives villainy and woe, 
But happineſs and I do dwell below; 

My hands hewed out this rock into a cell, 
W herein from dio of life 1 ſafely dwell : 
On Jacob's pillow nightly lies my head; 
My houſe when living, and my grave when dead: 
Inſcribe upon it when I'm dead and gone, 
1 liv'd and dy'd within: my mother's womb, 


EpITATH on MarJoRy ScoT of |} 
DUNKELD. ] 


TOP, paſſenger, until my life you read, 
The living may get knowledge from the dead. 
| | Five 
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2 Five times five years I liy'd a virgin life; 
Five times five years I was a virtuous wife; 
Ten times five years a widow grave and chaſte ; 
Now wearied of this mortal life 1 reſt : 
Betwixt my cradle and my grave were ſeen, 
Eight mighty kings of Scotland, and a queen: 
; Four times five years the common wealth i {aw; 
Ten times the ſubjects riſe againſt the law; 
And which is worie than any civil war, 
A kiog arraign'd before the ſubjects bar ; 
Swarms of Sectarians, hot with helliſh rage, 
Cut off his royal head on open ſtage. 
Twice did I ſee, old prelacy pull'd down, 
And twice the cloak did ſiok beneath the gown, 
I faw the Stewart · race thruſt out; nay more, 
I ſaw cur country fold for Engliſh ore: 

Our num'rous nobles who have famous bees, 

Sgak to the Jowly number of ſixteen ; 

Such deſolations in my days have been, 

I have an end of all perfection ſeen. - 


eee > I G 


On Joan PRT TIGREW Miniſter at 
GIVAN. 


6 HF: lies a rey'rend Givan prieſt, 
Who ſure againſt his will's deceaſt; 
His ſoul's to Abram's boſom fled, 
As by his rev'rend elders faid, 
Others who knew his youthful joys, 
Say, Satah's rather was his choice, 
But be it as it will, his ſcabbard's humbl'd, 
Death tripp'd up his heels, and down he tumbled. 


Lady SHaw's EPITAPH. 


In GREENOCK Church-yard. 
'TTERE' lies interr'd beſide a witch, 


1  Th' oppreſſor both of poor and rich: 
e G3: How 
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How ſhe ſends, and how ſhe faree, 
De'il ane keus, and as few cares. 


On Joun BELL. 


2 
l 
A 
. 
John Bell ſmith, lies under this ſtane, $ 
Four of my ſons laid it on my wame ; | 
I was man of my meat, and maſter of my wife, . 
Ard lis'd in my own houſe without meikle ſtriſe. g 
If thou be'ſt a better man in thy time than I was in ming, V 
Take this ſtane aff my wame and lay't on top of thine. P 
. ay 1 
f 
] 


On Tromas RyYMoUR Maltman in 
CoOUPAR 


Hrough Chriſt, I am not inferior 
To William the conqueror, Rom, viii. 37. 


On a Black-ſmith. 


A Y Nledge and kammer's both declin'd ; 
My bellows too have loit their wind; 
My tire's extirct, my forge decay'd, 
And in the duſt my viſe is laid; 
My coal is ſpent, my iron's gone, 
My nails are drove, my work is done. 


: nou 
Be oe: xc 
4. 1 > 


On Grokct BuTTON Taylor. 


D Exder, bid ev'ry taylor leave bis houſe, 
Knighis of the ancient order of the louſe; 
Hitber reſort to ſee that death's turn'd daft, | 
For he's commenc'd a brother of the craft. 
Never ſuch wonder ſeen betwixt the poles, 
All the greves here are turn'd to button holes, 
And fill'd with buttons, Oh! 'tis ſtrange indeed, 
Made without hands, a needle, or a thread, 


On | 
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4 On Mr WILLIAM MoRE. 


#5 
+ 
A 


I ERE lies More, and no more than he, 
q More and ro more, how can that be ? 


2 
© | On GEORGE FAICHNE T. 


Eneath this tuiff lies Geordie Faichney, 

A gameſter and the devil's haickney; 
Who hv'd by cheating at the cards, 
Prentice boys and ſenſeleſs lairds, 
Blyth was he when he drew his breath, 
And dy'd a right gay dancing death; 
Becauſe one day he got his draught in, 
And burnt the fleth of James M*Naughtos, 
Now Satan's got him by the limb, 
To do the very ſame to him: 
Glad was old Nick, when he got him, 
Haul'd to his pit that wants the buttom ; 
Whiſper'd to him in his ear, 
My ain Geordie, welcome here, 


On WILLIAM LITEHECOW Writer in 
EDINBURGH. 


Dinaburgir may ſay, ch ! hon! . 
And ſo may Leith and Sand» Hutton, 
Melroſs-land and Dolphinglioun, 
But what remead ; 
All they can do, is to bemoan, 
Will. Lithgow's dead, 
Ile war a ſturdy man of weir, 
And never lordly of his gear, 
He lap as well as ony ſteer, | 
Withouten dread, 
But now he's laid into àis bier, 
Poor Willy's dead. 
Galtown-fide and Darnich- town, 
Was never fres of thief and lown, 
: Where 


ho ſaid to hi 


*Cy he went, 


nd he were 


In ti 
they him yet, they wou'd him ec 


To Melroſs abb 


pay the miniſter his ſtent ; 


m, y'are welcome bent, 


To fay your reed ;. 
Pray taſte this brandy to me ſent, 


Tor Drouth x 


hey took thei; pint in W 


tumpie and h 


er decoys; 


Or a ſheep-heag 4 
He laugh'd at ſtories about ghaiſt 


o 
8 ;. 


Tis mild as mead. 
billy bo 
illie Hoy 's, 


And feu there ſee d; 
But now he's left theſe idle toys; 


Each day when 1, 
Tom Drouth thr 
here he the Jail: 


*. 


God 
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Good fellows they took great delight 
, To ſee him bark but never bite, 
Je biether'd ſac as he did fly te, 
ead } Shaking his head ; 
At every word he gave a ſtyte; 
But now he's dead, 
Ivan Keir and Jamie Clerk him knew, | 
d ;. And {ae did all that drunken crew; 
e wad not rich be as a Jew, 


He wanted gried 
For he was always juſt and true, 
x But now he's dead. 
A. length his wiſe fell to her tricks, 
d She haunted limmers and great licks ; 

7 She drank with them, and priev'd their pr- ks, 


But ony dread ; 


| He valu'd ber as rotten (ticks, 

4 « Which was his dead. 
1 His wife was alſo, as all are, bad, 
„ 7 She ſold away all that he had, 
Which broke his heart and made it ſad, 
is And cold as lead; 
27 Yet he was ay an honeſt lad, 
4 But now he's dead. 
Fe gentlemen that given be | 
To Bacchus and ſweet letcherie, 
Now take example when ye ſee 
; Your neighbour bleed; 

As Willie is, ſo muſt you be, 


Alas! he's dead. 


c 
4 * J , PR ” 
* * -q- ” 
4a KF © "LOW 0 2 
- . 1 ; 5 
on of” pd, 5M * 
* 


On NicoL VILXNT at ToRPHICHEN. 


IND France gave me my birth and tender life, 
| Fair Scotland bleſt me with a fruitful wife 
Sixty-ſix years a batchelor was l, 
Forty years more, 1liv'd in wedlock's tiez 
And in my marriage to increaſe my love, 
Of children eight a father I did prove © 
| ur 
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My temp'rance did diſeaſes all expel, 
I bated all intemperance as hell : 
| So death itſelf and ſickgeſs ſoon agreed, 
| Of my long life, old age ſhould cut the thread, 
| 


| On a Lavpr. 
| ER E lies a lady, who if not bely'd, 


No! ſtopt ſhe here, but follow'd through the reſt, 
And always [tuck the longeſt to the belt, 


On Biſhop BURNET, 


1 ERE old Sarum lies, 
As great as wile, 
And learn'd as Tom Aquinas ; 
Lawn fleeves he wore, 
And yet no more 
A Chriſtian than Socinus. 
Oaths pro and con 
He ſwallow'd down, 
Took fees like any layman, 
Read, pre«ch'd, and pray d, 
And yet betray'd 
God's holy word for Mammon. 
| Of ev'ry vice 
He had a ſpice, | 
Though a renowned prelate; 
Yet liv'd and dy'd, 
If not bely'd, 
A true diſſenting zealot. 
If ſuch a ſoul 
To heav'n is ſtole, 
And *ſcap'd old Satan's clutches; 
We'll then preſume, 
There may be room 
For — 


Two . BROWN , 


| Took wiſe St Paul's advice, and all things try'd 3 
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On StveRAL Ocesroxs. 23 


54 On JANET BEATIE at MoNTROSE. 


E T earth take earth, the devil his fins again, 
The world its goods, the ſoul may heav'n contain, 


On WEsT the Boatman. 


1 TER E lies boatman Weſt, 


Who was none of the beſt; 
In his youth he was wild, 
And when old was a child: 
Being dead at the laſt, 


PDeſir d old Charon to give him a caſt. 


On a DwAaRF at KILSYTE. 


> Eneath this ſtone here lies a man, 
' Whoſe body was not full three ſpan; 
A boon companion day and night, 


Sir Thomas Hepderſon of Hyſtoun, knight: 


On a ScoLD. 


ERE lies entomb'd a married man's great woe, 
A nimble linguiſt, and a quick tongu'd ſhrew ; 

She's dead, and earth to earth is flung, 

The earth holds her who could not hold her tongue, 


On one unknown. 


E R E lies interr'd our good old aunty, 
Whom death has catch'd in his pock-manty z 


; | She dy'd the age of five and fifty: 
Shame fa” the hands that ficlt ſhall lift thee. 


On JoHN SMITH. 


E R E lies John Smith, 
W hom death flew for a all his pith; 


** —Y" 
. 
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The ſtarkeſt man io Aberlady : 
God prepare and make us ready. 


On Joan S1mrsoN in St. AnDREws, * 


E of Drumczrro tenant was, 
And from this life to death did paſs ; 
In credit, peace and honeſty, 
An emblem of his piety, 


Over tie ſpade, ſhovel, yoke, and coffin, within a 80 

ſhicld, is written. 80 
Here lies a ploughman good enough, ö 
Who gain'd his living by the plough. 


On JoHN SPIER, 
H E R E lies John Spier, 


Dumfries's pipiet: 
Young john, fy ! ty! 
Old John, ay, ay. 


On Laird MNr an. 


H E R E lies the corps of Laird M*Near, 
Who left his gear to Hewie Blair; 
He liv'd a fool, and dy'd a beaſt, 


And we'te come here to his laſt feaſt. 
Oh! Oh! hon! 


On JohN DavipsoN in Aberdeen, 


H E R E lies John Davidſon, 
Burgeſs Abredonnenſis ; 


Who builded this church-dyke, 
Upon his own expences. 


- 
8 
r 
* dts j 


On an old Woman. 


HERE lies an old woman wrapt in her linen, 


Mother to James and Thomas Binnin; 
| Who 
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> Who for want of a coffia was buried in a girnel; 


The earth got the ſhell, and the devil got the kernel. 
* 
WS, * The Character of a PRISON. 
4 Priſon is a houſe of care, 
"4 A place where none Can thrive, 


A touch (tone for to try a frieud 
% grave 10 one Ive; 
bin a Som times a place of right, 
Some times pl ce of Wong. 
Some tines 4 place for whores and thieves, 
And hune:t men among. 


The Merry Wives of MUs3ELBURGH'S 
A Welcome to EG D1C KSON. 


O gualis h:c hurly burly ſuit, 
* Si forte vidiſſes. 
'3 | Polen, Mir. 


: * 
HAT day when Mes lair taſle got, 
Wi' Hangie's beeds about her throat ; 
Three clay'riog cari:ngs o'er their pot, 
A' ſpewing fou, 
Whiog'd when they thought on Maegie's tiot | 
2 Dowa the Weſt-bow, 
II. 
The auldeſt cummer of the three, 
(Bura whan the Engliſh took Dundee) 
Cry'd, ſhime light on that lown-like tree, 
Plays ac foul tricks: 
. Dz'il nor it were hewn down for me, 
| to puddin' pricks. 


III. 
What's come of a' our witches now, 
I'm ſute we ha' a gay large crew, 


Wha? 


— —  —_ 2—r»/ 
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Wha' like a ſtring of wild- geeſe fl w, i our 
Laſt Hallow-e'en, a if 

And made my fin baith black and blue, Fhbiok 
Fell'd titty Jean, 

IV, 

They ſay auld Nick commands the air; 

Whan drunken Maggie's hanging there, 

Not for to heip her were unfair : 


BI 
* 
I iſe 
8 
95 


4 EA 
Pox tak' ſuch de'ils, Nad 
To let Dalglieſh, O dole and care, P por 
Pow down her heels. 


V. 
Had a' the wives that carry creels, 
Gutſters, and we wha ſpin on wheels, 
At brake o' day made ſupple heels, 
Ta'en her awa', 
Fra' the cheeſe laſt near to St. GIL ES, * 
| We'd mock'd the law. 
Ib 


4 


2 x. 
1 
1 


VI. 
But now "4s e'en o'er late I thirk, 
Be ſides, I've go nine drops of drink; 


I'm fitter for to take a wink 1 
O' ſleep, I trow; * M 
And Beſſie, ye ha' got a blink: 14 
Confeſs ye re fow. | 
VII. 3K \ 
Thrice Beſhe farted, gae a riſt, 2 


Rubbing her head was out of tift; 5 
And ſy ne her words fell down like drift, I 
| Blatter'd like hail, ; 

| Quo? ſhe, I've fa'n upon a ſhift, 1 
And ſcratch'd her tail. 3 


* 


VIII. 


4 
Ken ye the Shetlan cockle ſhell, 7 
I mind I brought it hame myſell, 1 
Gi'en by the auld good man in hell, i 


He's kind to me; 


Frae a' the boats it bears the bell, 
E'er croſt the ſea. 
„ 


* 
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by IX, 
"AF our new key I'll ſhipping t-k, 
ed if | bring blyth Maggie back, 
1 think a' Mulsleburgh may crak, 
; And Fiſhet raw; 
Griſſie, ride ye vpo' my back, 


n, 


And we'll awa. 


; X. 

Trax Jay who lives in butepweem, 

law her laſt night in a dre em, 

Veon a hoaſt wiil to us ſweem, — 
Like Cu'roſs- cat, 

dhe from a rape draus milk and cream 

Will ful a pat. 


. , 


cel, 


1 XI. 
2 e' dance upon the ladder top, 
FW han Hargie puts MEG in the rope; 
o his deſigo we'll pui a ſtop, 
” : And glamer caſt; 
WT bat ſhe's cauld dead the carle will hope, 
And breath'd her laſt. 
XII. 
Abe her Dalglieſh cuts Maggie down, 
CM y boat thail bear her thro' the town, 
3 To the wind- mill, and there will ſoon 
34 Start up a cart, 
My boat will neither break nor drown, 
0. I hae fic art, 
XIII. 
Carlin ca' a' your cummers in, 
And be upon a merry pin, 
At night we ſhall hae a fou ſkin, 


And merry grow, 
Whan I bring Maggie to her kin, 


Frae Hangie's tow. 
XIV, 
Syne baith eyaniſh'd in the air, 
And lucky ſaw their face nae mair, 


D 2 But 
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But heard their arſe gie ſic a rair, 
Blaw throw the links; 
The blaſt turn'd a' the pewther- ware 
Down frae the binks. 
XV, 
At night when ſutors leave their lingles, 
And bairrs come laden hame with fingles, 
And auld-wives kindle up their ingles, 
Fo laſt üll ten, 
Luckie heard a' the doors gie gingles, 
Sae they came bes. 
XVI. 
Saving, Swith to the door, and meet 
MIO DickxsoNn in her winding ſheet; 
Nac words. thet ſhe has lair fret, 
And gangs nae faſt : 
Good faith ſhe's got an unco' heat. 
But now 'uus paſt. 
XVII. 
Luckie out o'er the threſhe goes, 
There t es her ſhoen, draws up her hoſe, 
Puts ſpectacles upon her nole, 
But, e'er ſhe wiſt, 
Couped, becauſe ſhe'd got a doſe, 
| O'er Maggie's kiſt, 
XVIII. 
O dole, ſhe cries, I hae nge pith, 
I've dung wy thigh bare out of lith, 
The meikle De'tl take hei with 2 
His cloven feet; 
For forty days, I'll gie my aich, 
| I winna' eat. 
XIX 
But when ſhe ſaw the milk white ghaiſt, 
She pather'd up her heels in haſte, 
Fell in a gutier to the waiſt, 
There lay again; 
Quoth ſhe, was ever ane ſae taiſt? | 
| I ſcarce dow grain. 
XX. 


e 
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XX. 
Maggie ſaid, and ſhe ſpake nae joke, 
Cummer, I think my heart's half broke; 
This day I've been wi' faſhious folk, 
As e er I ſaw; 
They brought me in an unco' lock, | 
Wae worth them a'. 
XXl. 
They ſang kirk-tunes, and gart me dance, 
Fean nor they were a' ſent to France, 
Until I fell into a trance, 
Cauld be their caſt ; 
I cannot tell you how to ſcance 
On a' that's paſt, 
XXII. 
I trow to be with them's nae mows; 
I took them a' for worry-cows ; 
Sair did my heart fa' in the hows, 
Lap aff the ſtak, 
I di'nae loe their powder'd pows, 
Plague on the pack, 
XXIII. 
They bade me ay make clear confeſſion; 
And tald me of my great tranſgreſſion; 
It was an unco' kind of ſeſſion, ' 
Sib to auld nick: 
I never met wi' fic oppreſſion, 
| Since I was quick, 
XXIV, 
Before I were wi' them, I ſwear, 
I'd rather drink dub-water here; 
They've got a lang toom wooden mare 
To dance upon : 
And wha's their chaplain, will you hear, 
| Our ain Meſs John, 
XXV, 
J loe Meſs John, Lord len him heal, 
Alcho' I hinna' meikle ſkil), 


Wy. I 
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I think he preaches unco' well; 


Well may he be: 
But frae yon hearers, and the de'il, | 


| The Lord keep me, " 
f xxvI. 

| To clim yon ſtair is nae ſma' taffc, E 
As high's the kirk of Inneraſk ; 

l! And o er my face they dre a maſk, 

8 I cou'd nae ſee, f 


| And then the beadle came to aſk, 
1 Te- pardon me. 
| XXVII. ; 
Whan near the tap of a' the tree, 
As if they cry'd, come a' to me; 
Danlily cheek for chew ſat we, 
As we'd been great, 
Wha then could thought we wad na gree ? 3 
But bide ye yet, * 


XXVIII. 
Shame fa' the carle's chafts that ſpake it, 
I'm ſure yon folk's gane a' diſtracted, | 
He gave me fic a dey'liſh racket, b 
That o'er flew I; 
1 ſpake nz nae mair than our ſalt- backit, 
And dought nae cry, 
XXIX. 
He flighter'd every arm and leg, 
And made a noiſe o' war of Mo, 4 
O! but I gat a deſperate fleg, 
8 Pat me half daft; : 
I yow I'd rather gang and beg, | 
. Than feel his ctaft, 
| xxx. 
At firſt I wonder'd what he mean'd, 
Nae pity ſhaw'd when I complain'd ; 
But then he girnt like a hell- feind, 
And o'er me threw : 
Vow but he be an ill back- friend ; 
At ſhuggie-ſhew. 
XXXI. 
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XXXI. 
But 1 wan aff by mights of Marie, 
1 thought it dang'rous for to tarrie, 
»Tis war nor playing at blin' Harie, 
And time to flee ; 
F'en let them make a ſirie farie, | 
They'll no catch me, 
XXXII. 
Then Beſſie mumled with her lips, 
And crawl'd, and cry'd, and claw'd her hips, 
For no gear would I born your ſnips, 
It was unlucky; 
But ſen your gotten out o's grips, 
Gie John a bucky. 
XXXIII. 5 
Draw in the creepie and fit down, 
There's reaming ſcuds come to the town, 
Aha, and there's come Eppie Brown; 


Bang the bicker ; 
Ye winna hang, I fear you drown 


Among good licker, 


4 


2 | XXXIV. 
1 Eppie firſt feign'd herſelf, and ſyne 
Cry'd, dare I truſt my ain twa een! 
: Wow, honeſt MRO, whare hae ye been, 

Amang the gleds ? 
The wives are coming here bedeen, 


And bairns frae beds: 


XXXV. 
Come take a drink, and tell the way, 
Ye was ill guided, ſome folk ſay; 
They ſet you ay to greet and pray; 
The folk in black 
Flockt in upon ye, and ga'e ay 
A lavg dry crack, 
XXXVI, 
Quoth Mao, when in yon curſed ſpot, 
Where never ſaul can win a groat, 


Nang 
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Nane of them came to wet my throat, 
Wi' pint or gill; 


44 I could not make a better o't, 

4 I pray'd my fill. 
[ XXXVII. 

The red-coats drag'd me to red gowns, 

4 O! but they be a byke o' lowns, 

| They're wat nor a' our Scots dragoons, 3 
ö Ay ſpeaking law, 


| I wad hae given fifty crowns « 
5 | To've been awa'. d 
if vit. Fo 
1 A cheeld, ca'd Demplter, gae a rair, | 
I with that fallow ne'er ſpeak mair, W 
Fain wad I flung him o'er the ſtair, 
But e er I kend, 
My ſpauls plaid quake, and a* my hair, M 
Stood upon end. = 
XXXIX. 18 
I thought, for a' the law they had, 8 
Really the men had a' gane mad, $ þ 
To make a poor thing's heart ſac ſad, | 
As they made me; Y 
And put a life out, which 1 wad 10 
They cannot gie. 13 
WIS 4 11 
Out o'er the hallon keikt Nanſe Blair, A. 


Cry'd, Cheat the woodie, are ye there, 
Ye're e'en the very wyle o' ware, 
An' ſonſie dear, 
My heart's grown glad that was fu' ſair, / 
| To lee you here, 
XLI. 
Wha wad hae tald this yeſternight, 
"Wis day we wad ſeen fic a fight, 


We wadnae thought them very right 
In their noddle, 
We wad nae gi'en for you, poor wight, 
A. bare boddle. : 
XLII. 


bf 


4 
"ho 
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1 XLII. 

4 mind a tale my grandam ſpake, 

7 el! could the couthſome czriing crack, 
Lroſſ.s that bring folk maiſt to wrack, 


J ; Brings ſome ſma' gain; 
We've got a new ſuit on your back, 


- 
_— 
- 

: 
* 
* 
* 


To make you fais. 
XLIII. 

\ braw kiſt made be my half brither, 

'd be half heng'd for fic anither, 

For, if I may believe my mither, 


q 

4 She ſwears to me, 
We drink face faſt with ane anither, 

4 We'll beggats die, 

1 X11V. 

Mo, Maggie, I'll harle in the ſtool, 

bt Bars the ſowin pat ſhouid cool, 

# Fegs | could clatter here will Yule, 


And no think Jang: 
Me, tell me, ye've been at the ſchool, - 


15˙ĩ ſair to hang ? 


bY 
KY 
9 
. 


: ; X LV, 
Quo Mes, let me my ſtory tell, 
Soon as | frae the gallows fell, 
I came awa' in cockle [hel], 
Which Beſſie gare, 
Tis better in Muſsleburgh to dwell 
Nor a cauld grave. 
XI. VI. | 
Follow'd by mony a whore and bawd, 
And mony a murdering ſurgeon lad, 
They're perfect diels, war dor they're ca'd 
I'd fain been hame; 
I thought wi' knives and ſheers they wad, 


Rip up my wame. 


XLVII. 
I took a reſt at Pepper - mill, 
A het-pint and a double gill, 


Indeed 
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Indeed it did not do me ill; 
But meikle good; 
Pate Purdie, wha has right good ſkill, 
Of me drew blood, 
XLVIII. 
When I ſat up upon the graſs, 
Before them ali upon my a1ſe, 
To ſee my blood, I mult confeſs, 
was not fain; 
In hangie's greateſt rope diſtreſs 
felt nae pain: 
x XLIX. 
Syne I -ame unco' bravely hame, 
Whan | gat ſunkers in my wame; 
I'li tell ye a', and nc er think ſhame, 
Sze wad ye a“; 
Whan folks half-hang'd, wha can them blame, 
: To rin awa's 
L. 
Now cummers, ſen I am come back, 

Een let us birle about our pick, 
What wad | gi'en for fic a cræck — 
Upo' che leather? 

I dinnae mind a word I ſpake 
When in the teather, 


EPILOGUE to Med Drekson's Loup 
from the Ladder. 


I. 
HE Judges me condemned have, 
And hither I am brought; 
I am not like to get reprieve, 
But truly I am hought, 
| II. 
And now I'm on the ladder ſet, ; 
And hangie's ſtanding by; : 
No mercy I am like to get, 
Now 1 mult ſurely die. 
II. 
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III. 
Juſt now my one foot's turned out, 
My other ſoon will follow, 
Then hangman John gave out the ſhout, 
The de il confound the fellow, 
IV. 
And now I'm waving in the wind, 
And from the world hurry'd ; 
Good people take a care behind, 
For now by Jove I'm worry'd, 


A TALE of a Mutr-Cocx. 


ROM antient ve{t did (ſpring a droll muir cock, 
Who gravely preach'd to all the feather'd flock 
Though he was known to be no bird of brains, 
By 'u'ty lungs he p:ck'd up whole ſome grains. 
The ideot birds did round their paſtor throng, 
Ani litten'd to his heather blitter ſong. 
Two nefls he had, from whence he'd weekly preach, 
By law ſecur'd, and out of danger's reach. > 
Had not he ſaid, that ritle to the crown 
The eagle had, was juſt as bad's his own; 
Which being join'd with ar-exceſhve drouth, 
The ſanhedrim of birds ſhut up his mouth, 
Such was his drou.h he could have drank the ſea, 
Though birds of d race ſhould always ſober be. 
He never preach'd ſave at a river's brink, 
D-ub'd in his beak, and guzied dowa the drink, 
He loſt his text when on a naked rock, 
But I quor put freth ſpirits in the cock. 
So loſt his {tipends, almoſt loſt his breath, 
Fot he lay hungry on then Kk heath ; 
But driving wedlock with a fly muir hen, 
Who cunning bai amongſt the molt of mea; 
She was related to the birds of grandeur, | 
And beenſh'd and peenſh'd, and to each buſh did wander; 
And cry'd and ly'd, til] her rich friends did give 
Fund for herſelf, and cock and pout to live: 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt he through want and infamy was croſs'd, 
Still thinking on the happy nelts he loſt; 

Sending a'idicfles to the ſacted train, 

That they'd :epone him to theſe neſts again, 

W hich they 1cj:&ed with a cold diſdain, 

At laſt be plots with refo'ution ſtout 

A way to get rich huſband to the pout ; 

Intic'd a witleſs. yourg weil feath-1'd bird, 

With many a ſilken and a ſuvai'd word, 

Till faddl'd with intox- cating ſtreams, 

His head's a float with airy am'rous dreams; 
Feeding and fealt ng on the pout's fair. face, 

Said, reverend cock, pronounce the rites of grace; 
Who, like a gr ve and venerable cock, 

Dui fiy the pr-c- and made them married fo'k ; 
Belt the young bitas and all the drurken goſſips: 
Fijiula duice canit, volucrem dum aecipit auceps. 


The TRIAL of he Muir-Cock, 


UD'; 8. of old, amongſt the feathe1'd flock, 
A diet heid to try this mad muir-cack, 
Wo (toud indiGted by a lexrn'd pormaw, 
The eagle's advocate and fl {k of law: 
His ciimcs were very great and very groſs, 
Enough to ſick the muic, and biait the moſs, 


ISDICGCT MAE NT; * 
MUIR COCK you ſtand accns'd of being a cheat, 

Uſing bad means to purchale diink and meat; 
Thouph ycu was early conf» crate a preeſt, 
Sham'd yodly birds: and 1u10'd a drurken beaſt, 
Deny'd the e gle's title to the crown ; 
And ftom two rich well fe:rther'4 neits pull'd down; 
W as ligmattz'd before the high ſachedtim, 
But their cariect on made you gro. more ſlim. 
Of late you laid a moſt pernicious plot, 
For liquor to your all-devouring throat 
By beiliſh arts yur pury»ſe bruught about, 
Mairy'd a ſimple biid to your ſuſpected pout ; 


Though 
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rough ſhe were virtuous, ſtiſl it would be ſaid, 
Ine had a pimping, though a preaching dad: 

p hich being prov'd by verdict of 'aſlize, 

FT be pannel's either baniſhed or dies, 

*ZF h> jory geve a formidable (troke, 

"0 nd tentence thus went out againſt the cock, 

3 The SENTENCE. 

Mum COCK for this high aggravated crime, 
: e baviſh you into a foreign clime. 

Porsob, take him to the peak of Teneriff, 

ET here nail his foot; and to augment his grief, 
2 et drink at difiance from him for a mock, 


5 


2 
=_ 


Till vultures wonder and devour the Cock. 


Lucky SPENCE's LasT ADvICE. 


HREE times the carlin grain'd and rifted, 
Then frac the cod her pow ſhe lifted, 
In bawdy policy well gifted, 


"2 When ſhe now faun 
That death nae langer wad be ſhifted, 
| | She thus began ; 

My loving laſſes I maun leave ye, 

But dionae v1 your greeting grieve me, 

Nor wi' your draunts and drontng deave me, 

4 But bring's a pill; 
For faith, my bairns, ye may believe me, 

| is *gainſt my will. 

O, Black-ey'd Beſs, and mim mou'd Meg, 

Oer good to work or yi to beg, 
Lay ſunkets up for a ſait leg, 
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For whan ye fail, 
Your face will not be worth a feg, 

Nor yet your tail. 
Whane'er ye meet a fool that's fow, | 
That ye're a maiden gar him trow, 

Seem nice, but ſtick to nim like glew, | 

| And whan ſet down, 
Drive at the jango till he ſpew, | 

| Syne he'll ſleep ſoun. 

E When 
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When he's a-ſleep, then dive and catch, 


His ceady caſh, his rings or watch: 
And gin he likes to light his match 


At your ſpunk box, 
Ne'er ſtand to let the ſumbling wretch, 


E'er to do well; 

They'll rive your brats and kick your doups, - W. 

And play the de'll, = \ 

There's ae fair croſs attends the craft, = 1 
That curs'd Correction houſe, where aft 

Vile Havgie's taz your riggings ſaft 

| Makes black and blae, 


W. 
ö E'en take the Pox. WWI 
Cleek a' ye can be hook or crook, r. 
Ripe ilka pouch free nook to nook, : 
Be ſure to truff his pocket book, 17 
| Saxty pound Scots 
Ts nae deaf vits: in little bouk 5 r 
Lie great bank - notes. 2 Ar 
To get amends of whinging fools, = x; 
That's frighted for repenting-ſtocls, 
Wha aften when their metal cools, A 
Turn ſweir to pay, 
Gar the kirk-boxie heal the dools, 82 
| Anither day, = 4A 
But dawt red-coats, and let them ſcoup 1 
Fice, for the fou of cutty- ſtoup 5 
To gie them up, ye need nae hope = 1 


Enough te put a bodie daft, 
But what'll ye ſay ? =_ 
Nane gathers gear withouten care, | | 
11k pleaſure has of pain a ſhare; | 
Suppoſe then they ſKould tirl ye bare, | 
| And gat ye ſike, 
F'en learn to thole, 'tis very fair, | 
Ye're nibour- like. 

Forby, my looves, count upo' loſſes; 
Yeur milk- white teeth, and checks like roſes, 


Whas 
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; Whan jet-black hair, and brigs of noſes, 
Fa' down wi dads; 
4 To keep your hearts up neath fic crc ſes, 
| Set up for bawCs; 
Wi well crieſh'd loofs I hae been canty, 
Whane'er the lads wad fain hae faund ye; 
To try the auld game Taunty Ranty, 
| Like coaſers keen, 
They took advice of me your aunty, 

If ye were clean. 
Then up I took my ſiller ca”, 
And whiſtl'd ben whiles ane, whiles twa; 
Round in his lug, that theie was a 


: Poor country Kate, 
As haleſome as the well of Spaw, 


f But unco blate. 
Sae when e'er company came in, 

And were upo' a merry pin, 
I flade away wi' little din, 


. And muckle wenſe, 
Left conſcience judge, it was a' ane 


To lucky Spence. 
My benriiſon come on good doers, 
Who ſpead their cath on bawds and whores ; 
May they ne'er want the wile of cures 


5 For a ſair ſnout ; 
Foul fa' the quacks wha that fire ſmoors | 


And puts nae out. 


» F * 5 
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My malifon light ilka day 
On them that drink and dinra pay, 
But take a ſnack and iin away; | 
e May't be their hap, 
Never to want a gonnorhea, 
. Or rotten clap... 
Laſs, gi'e us in anither gill, Re 
A mutchken, jo, let's take our fill; 
Let death ſyne regiſtrate his bill, 

| a Whaa l want ſenſe; 
III flip away wi' better will, » 

Quo' Lucky Spence. 

E 2 The 
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The WIFE's Txars. 


OLE, dole, dear cummers, diſmal news ! 
The webſter lown's loſt both his clews ; 
My lucky loom will idle be, 
For neither waft, nor warp has he. 
Oft has he ſtole to bring us pelf, 
But now the rogue ſteals from himſelf : 
Himſeif, quoth l, confound the villain, 
All that's his own's not worth a ſhilling : 
What fipr:fice his heart and head? 
No more than theii's that's feven years dead: 
The loſs of theſe I'd ne'er bewail, 
His only talent was his ta'l ; 
And now. alake, alake, dear Kate, 
He's laid it on a pewther- plate. 
Wo to him and his bloody knife, 
A bonny breakfaſt to a wife. 
I muſt inter with grief and pain, 
The thing will never riſe again; 
For let him ſteal as faſt's he can, 
He'll never make a ſtanding man, 
Poor Dactylus, you'll ſoon be miſs'd, 
I'il make you flannels and a cheſt 
Fury you at the martyrs tomb, 
As formerly in my own womb, 
When Cameronians come with groans,. 
And ſigh upon the martyrs bones, 
To mourn with them I will not fail, 
Upon my Cameronian's tail. 
Say Jenny, Beſſy, Kate, and Ann, 
What ſhall be done to this baſe man? 
Quoth Beſly, let us e'et we riſe, 
Propounce a verdict of aſſize; 
Go take him to the Welt. brae-head, 
And ſtone the ſtoneleſs villain dead, 
Says Jenny, do not let us ſtone him, 
But all ſit down and piſs upon him; 


* 
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fror ſince he's been ſuch rogue and fool, 
ro mangle thus the marriage- tool, 

= loft jult to put him to diſgrace, 
Let's make a piſs-pot of his face. 

Te he, quoth Ann and Kate, that's beſt, 
And we'll ſtrone fine, among the reſt : 
so let us take a hearty bicker, 

XZ And that will make us piſs the quicker, 


The-CHARacTER of a GAU GER. 


GA never can be call'd a fool, 

2 Since he doth all his actions by the rule; 
And yet his judgment mult be ſhort abiding, 

=E Becauſe his rule is very often ſliding. 

By drinking ale he needs not be undone, 
ho gratis ev'ry day hath acceſs to a tun; 
May brandy drink, fo long as he can ſtand, 
Wo always hath a cooler near at hand: 
He's bound by law to break the Sabbath day, 
I And either forfeit grace, or forfeit pay. 

A Gauper is a ſtrange ſurpriſing creature, 
A greater paradox is ſcarce in nature; 
The more he gains, the leſs he hath to ſpare, 

He's always buſy,. and he's always bare. 
An officer the gauger calls himſelf, 

A noble guardian of the common-wealth ! 

'Tis true that his commiſſion's very broad, 

But his artillery is ſomewhat odd ; 

His pen's his pike, an Eoglith yard his ſword, 

Charges with paper guns; and in a word, 

He neither deals in powder nor in lead, 

And yet effectually he makes us bleed; 

He exerciſes every night aud day, 

And his reward is Dutch lieutenant's pay. 

But ah, ſuch treatment is not to be born ! 

Pierces the breaſt of Sir John Barley-corn. 

» *Tis true, Sir John hath crimes cannot be hid, 


More men hath ſlain than e'er prince Eugene did ; 
E 3 Tho? 


54 SCOTS POEMS 


Tho' ſome by him are ev'ry day cut down, 

He never gets remiſhon from the crown. 
Five humdrum tyrants hold a martial court, 

Daily to hear the general report, 

How his ſubalterns manage their affair, 

Who keeps and breaks the articles of war ; 

Whilſt the poor people are made fordid ſlaves, 

And ſink beneath the tyranny of knaves. - 


Reer on Lucky Woop in the Cx. 43 


0 8 
oY NONGATE, May 1717. NY 
| () Cano'gate ! poor elritch hole, 

What loſe, what croſſes doſt thou thole; l 


London and death gars thee look droll, 
And hing thy head, 
Wow, but thou has e'en a cauld coal 
To blaw indeed ! 
Tlear me, ye hills, and every glen, 
Ik craig, ilk cleugh, and hollow den, 


FL” Y 


And echo ſtuill, that a' may ken 'M 
The waefou hoe 2 
By rackleſs death, who came unſeen 3 


To Lucky Wood.. 
She's dead o'er true, ſhe's dead and gane, © 
Left us and Willie burd alane, 8 N 
To bleer and greet, to fob and mane, | 
And rug our hair,, 74, 
Becauſe we'!l ne'er ſee her again, | N 
For evet mair. 
She gaed as fait as a new prin, 
And kept her houſſy ſnod and been; 
Her pzwther glanc'd upo' your een 
Like ſiller plate; 
she was a donſy wife, and clean, 
| Without debate, 
It did ane good to ſee her ſtools, 
Her board, fire ſide, and faeing- tools; 
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Rax, chandlers, tags, and her fire-ſhools, 
5 Baſker wi' bread z 
Poor facers now may chew pea-hools, 
* Since Lucky's dead. 
She ne'er r ga- in a lawin fauſe, 
Nor ſtoups a' froath aboon the hauſe, 
Nor kept od tip within her waws, 
5 Put reaming ſwats ; 
X She never ran ſour jute, becauſe 
It gi'es the bats, 
She had the gate ſae well to pleaſe, 
Wich gratis beef, dry fiſh, or cheeſe, 
Which kept our purſes ay at eaſe, 
And health in tift, 
And lent her freſh nine-gallon trees, 
A hearty lift, 
She ga' us aft hail legs of lamb, 
And did nae hain her mutton-ham ; 
Then ay at Yule, whane'er we came, 
A bra goole-pye ; 
And was nae that good belly. baum? 
Nane dare deny, 
The writer lads fou well may miod her, 
Furthy was ſhe; her luck deſign'd ler 
Their common mither, ſure nene kinder 
Ever brake bread; 
She has na' left her maik behind her, 
But now ſhe's dead. 
To the ſma' hours we aft fat ſtill, 
Nick'd round our toaſts and ſoiſhing mill ; 
Good cakes we wanted ne'er at will, 
The beſt of bread, 
Which aften coſt us mony a gill, 
To Aikenhead. 
Could our ſaut tears like Clyde down rin, 
And had we cheeks like Corra's lin, 
That a' the warld might hear the din 
Rair frae ilk head; 
She was the wale of a' her kin, 
But now ſhe's dead, 
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O Lucxy Woop ! 'tis hard to bear 

The loſs; but oh! we maun forbear ; 

Yet fall thy memory be dear 


While blooms a tree, 
Agd after ages bairns will ſpeir 


Bout thee and me. 
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4 Beneath this ſod 
Lies Lucky Woo. 
Whom a' men might put faith in: 
Who was na' ſweir, 
While ſhe winn'd here, 
To cram our wames for nacthiog. 


The Character of a VINTNER; 


F ſons of Sodom, perverſe helliſh race ! 
| Behold the ugly features of your face, 
| And ſet this picture up in every room, 

To fee your fin, and your eternal doom. 

It puzzles ſome, but never puzzled me, 
What was the fruit on the forbidden tree; 
Dtvines have laid it out in diff 'rent ſhapes, 
But I maintain it was a bunch of grapes, 

With which the devil fuddled the firſt madam, 
And, drunken dame, ſhe did the fame to Adam: 
So drinking was the crime procur'd the fall, 
Runs in a blood; for drinking damns us all. 

The patriarch Noah, grew a vintner too, 
Drunk claret-wine till he begun to ſpew, 
So water drown'd th' old world, and clatet drown'd 
the new. 
What makes the Alcor'n's doctrine ſo prevail? 

An undigeſted and a clumſy tale! 

lt Why, it prohibits vintners and the wine, 

| So piety in ev'ry Turk doth ſhine ; 

'Tho' th' Alcor'n's groſs, and never had pretence, 

For to beguile a man of common ſenſe, 


W hat 
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X What makes the true religion we embrace, 

X $plinter'd in f & ons, to our deep diſyrace ? 
What tarniſhes our creed was once cur glory ? 
M hat made diltinQtions ':wixt the whig and tory ? 
8 Why, they were hatched by drinking at the ion; 
A \intner's Antichriſt, the very mar. of fin. 
From whence comes murcers, oaths, and deſolation, 
And all the plagues e'cr ſurk @ fioful nation ? 
W hat makes the rake, the pameſter and the whore ? 
What makes our ancient families ſo poor? 
What peoples hell, and makes an heav'n thin ? 
'Tis midoight-drinkicg, that's the damred ſia. 
Etre drinking had our coo:titution broke, 

And men. like goats, did fimple on the rock, 
Men did out live the eagle and the oak; 

No drugpilt's mertar toll'd thc fuveral bell; 
No macers lungs did bawl the roits of hel]; 
Nor did the burchers mangle don the beaſt ; 

| Nor yet deludeg by defi; {ning prieſt: 

But when the vintner did hang out his ſign, 
The world grew ſunk in vice and claret- wine, 


ELEGY on Maccy JonnsToN, who 
died anno 1711. 


ULD Reeky mourn in fable hue, 
Let fouth of tears dreep like May-dew, 
To bra kppony bid adieu, 
Which we with greed, 
Bended as faſt as ſhe could brew, 


But ah ! ſhe's dead. 
To tell the truth row, Maggy dang, 


Of cuſtomers ſhe had a bang; 
For lairds and futers a' did gang, 

To drink bedeen; 
The barn and yard was aft ſae thrang, 

We took the green. 
And there by dizens we lay dowo, 
. ſweetly ca'd the healths a-roun, 
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To bonny laſſes black or brown, 
As we loo'd beſt ; 
In bumpers we dull cares did drown, 
And took our reſt, 
When in our pouch we fand ſome clinks, 
F And took a turn o'er Bruntsfield links, 
| Aften in Maggy's, at Hy-jinks, 
We guzz!'d ſcuds, 
Till we con'd ſcarce, wi' hale-out drinks, 
Caſt aff our duds. 
We drank and drew and fill'd again, 
O wow ! but we were blyth and fain ; 
 Whan ony had their count miſtane, 
O! it was nice, 
To hear us a ery, pick your bane, | 
Abd ſpell your dice, 
Fou cloſs we us'd to drink and rant, 
Uztil we baith did glowr and gant, 
And piſh, and ſpew, and yefk, and maunt, - 
| Right ſwaſh I tiow, 
Then off auld ſtories we did chant, 
Whan we were fu”. 
Whan we were wearied at the gout, 
Then Maggy Johnſton's was our houff, 
No a' our gameſters may fit douff, | 
If Wi' hearts like lead, 
Death wi' his rung reach'd her a youff, 
it And ſae ſhe's dead. 
Ht Maun we be forced thy {kill to tine, 
| - For which we will right ſair repine? 
: Or haſt thou left to bairns of thine 
| The pauky knack, 
of brewing ale amaiſt like wine, 
That gar'd us crack ? 
Sae brawly did a peaſe-ſcon toſt, 
Biz i' che quaff, and flee the froſt, 
There we gat fu? wy little coſt, 
bs And muckle ſpeed ; 
Now wae worth death, our ſports a' loſt. 
Since Maggy's dead, 
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Ae ſimmer night I was ſae fu', 
Amang the riggs | gaed to ſpew, 


& Syne down on a green bank | trow, 


I took a nap, 
And N a night Balillilu, 
- As ſound's a tap. 
And when the dawn begoud to glow, 
I hirſled up my dizzy pow, 


# Frac mang the corn like worry-kow, 


Wi' banes fu' fair, 
And kend aae mair than if a ew, 
How I came there, 


Some ſaid it was the pith of broom, 
That ſhe ſtow'd in her maſking loom, 


Which in our heads rais'd fic a foom, 
Or ſome wild ſeed, N 
Which aft the chappin ſtoup did toom, 
But fill'd our head, 
But now ſince *tis ſae that we mult 
Not in the beſt ale put our truſt, 
But when we're auld, return to duſt, 
W:thout remead ; 
Why ſhould we take it in diſguſt, 
That Maggy's dead. 
Of warldly comforts ſhe was rife, 
And liv'd a lang and hearty life, 
Right free of care, or toil; or ſtrife, 
Till ſhe was (tale ; 
And kend to be a kanny wife 
At brewing ale.“ 
Then farewell Maggy dowſe and fell, 


Of brewers a' thou bore the bell; 


Let a' thy goſſies yelp and yelb. 

And, without feed, 
Gueſs whether ye're ia heaven or hell, 

They're ſure ye'te dead. 


EPITAPH. 
O rare Mae Jonns TON ! 


* 
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The Character of a WHIP MAN. 


Whipman is the greateſt pririce of nature, 

He hath a vaſt dominion o'er the creature. 
The ſtately ſteed which proudly ſpufns the ground, 
Ruſhes in battle at the trumpets ſound ; 
With noltrils breathing war diſdains to yield, 
Trampling on conquering captains in the field, 
Is to the-whipman bumble as a ſheep, 
Obeys the awful language of the whip. 
No trade or {cience can ſuch glories plead, 
Honours ate heap'd upon the whipman's head. 
In this confiſts the mojeſty of kings, 
The futj &. draw, th: ſovereign guides the reins; 
And when the teſtive vaſſals will not draw, 
Doth buldly laſh them with the whip of law, 
The whipman's yet more-glorious and preat, 
He guides the men who guide the helm of (tate. 
A king wont truſt the peerage of a nation, 
Without the tedious oath of abjuration ; A 
But when the whipman guides him, he's ſecure, II. 
And puts his royal perſon in his power, 


Spokes of a wheel are in perpetual motion, K = A 
Fit emblems of the reeling of a nation | V 
Pray, for our king «ll loyal ſouls may riſe, 5 
And get the whip hand of his enemies; 72 

Proſpetity your good deſigns attend, 1 
And drive you all unto an happy end. 3 p 
INS CRI TI ON in the CARTERS Hall L : 


in LFiTH. 'Y 
REAT God, whoſe potent arm does drive the ſun, 
3 Thee Cartyrs bleſs whilſt wheels of time ſhall run: 
Of old they drove thy ſacred ark, O God, 
Guide thou their hands and ſteps in ev'ry road. 
Pro:e& this houſe they dedicate to thee, 
Ipcreaſe and ſand fy their charity. 
Thy bleſhng, Lcd, be irs foundation-ſtone, 
* they'll aſcribe the praiſe co thee alone. 
| ELEGY 


* 
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337% on JoHN Cour ER, Kirk-trea- 
ſurer's Man, Anne 1714. 


Warn you a' to greet and drone, 
John Couper's dead, ohon! ohon! 


To fill his poſt alake there's none, 


That with ſic ſpeed, 


Could ſa'r ſculdudry out like John, 


But now he's dead, 


He was right knacky in his way, 
And eydent baith by night and day, 
He wi' the lads his part could play,.“ 


When right ſair flzed ; 


* He gart them good bill filler pay, 


But now he's dead. 


oft whore- hunting he got his fill, 
And made by't mony a pint and pill; 


Of his bra' poſt he thought nae ill; 

Nor did na need, 
Now they may make a kirk and mill 

O't, ſince he's dead, 
Although he was nae man of weir, 
Yet mony ane wi' quaking fear, 


Dur ſcarce afore his face appear, 


But hide their lead ; 
The wily 25 he gather'd geat, 

And yet he's dead, 
Ay now to ſome part far awa', 
Alas! he's gane and left it a', 
May be to ſome ſad whilly- wha 

O' fremit blood, 
"Tis an ill wiad that does na blaw 

Some body good. 
Fy upon death! he was to blame, 
To whirl aff John to his lang hame ; 
But tho” his arſe be cald, yet fame, 

Wi tout of trumpet, 
Shall tell how Couper's awfu' name, 

Cou'd flze a ſtiumpet. 

F 


— 
* 
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He kend the bawds, and lowns fu' well, 
And where they us'd to rant and reel, 
He pawkily on them could ſteal, a 

and ſpoil their ſport, 
Aft did they wiſh the meikle de' il 

Might tak him for't. 
But ne er a ane of them be ſpar'd, 
Even tho' there was a diunken laird, 
To draw his ſword, and make a faud 

| In their defence ; 
John quietly pat them in the guard, 
To learn mair ſenſe, 

There maun they lye till ſober grown; 
The lad neiſt day his fault mauo own; 
And to keep a' things buſh and lowo, 

He minds the poor ; 
Syne after a' his ready's flown, 

He damns the whore, 
And ſhe, poor jade, withoutten din, 
Is ſert to Leith-wynd fit to ſpin, 
With heavy heart and cleathing thin, 

And bungry wame, 
And ilka month a well paid ſkin, 
; i To make her tame, 
But now they may ſcour up and down, 
And ſafely pang their wa'ks a-roun, 
Spreading the clap through a' the town, 

But fear or dread, 
For that great kow to bawd and lown, 

John Couper's dead. 
Shame fa' your chandlet chafts, O death ! 
For ſtapping of John Couper's breath; 
The lois of him is public ſkaith ; 
| I dare well ſay, 
To quat the grip he was right laich 

This mony a day. 


Of umqubile John to lie or ban, 
Shews but ill - will, and looks right ſhan; 


But 
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nut ſome tell odd tales of the man, 

1 For fifty head 

XX Can gi'e their aith they've ſeen him gawn 

© / Since he was dead, 
Keek but vp through the ſtinking ſtile, 
Os Sunday morning, a wee while, 

At the kirk- door, ont frae an iſle, 

. It will appear; 
But take good tent ye dinna file 

b Your breiks for fear. 
por well we wat it was his ghaiſt; 
Wow, wad ſome fowk, that can do't beſt, 
"I Speak till't, and hear what it confeſt; 

& "Tis a good deed, 
5 To ſend a wandring ſaul to reſt 

Fa | Amang the dead, 


The Zealous CoxnsTABLE. 


Z A Zealovs brother of the canting crew, 
&. A A ſ«bbatarian, ſticter tnan a Jew, 
Who thinks hypocriſy a goſpel creed, 
Ad ſolid piety but a legal weed, 
Oa his reforming ſurvey, Sabbath laſt, 
(He'll turn that feſtival into a faſt,) 
2 Seiz'd on a juicy joint of roaſted meat, 
And bid the graceleſs owner chew the ſpit, 
4 Uogracious man! l'il execute the law, 
7 
8 


And keep it to my own ſpiritu:) maw. 

The plunder'd perſon ſtaring in his face, 
Cry'd, Tweaty de'ils gae down, make that the grace, 
übe ſeizure's made, O! then he gravely ſays, 
7 For when he robs he penitently prays, a 
Ale drinking's a {ad fin, but none of mine; 
Ihe ſpirit riſes better with good wine. 

* There's yet another ſin which much prevails, 
Women on Sabbaths bearing milking-pails ; 
Elders and deacons, tho? the churches prop, 
Had never courage yet to ſeize a ſtoup. 


F 2 Off 'cer, 
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Off *cer, go take the milk from yon milk-maids, 
And poind their pinners, fiance they have no plaids, 
The beadle ſaid, before he made them {tand, 

This holy work will ſour upon our hand. 

But he chaſtis'd a worſe tranſgreſſion yet; | 
This holy man is for his office fit: 1 
People prophane, whole tongue ate Satan's ſwords, __.. 
Tranſmit their venom to their bairas and birds. 7 

A {tarliog, hatch'd in ſume malignant neſt, Bs -- 
Had learn'd a fong which ſhould not be expreſt : * 
Thrice with his baton did he touch the cape, -4 
And roaring forth, like doctor on a ſtage, 
Cites, O thou art a mad malignant bird, 

To ling a ſong that's treaſon every word! 
Had ye been taught by me, a Bow-head ſaint, 
You'd ſung the ſolemn league and covenant ; 
BeiI/ of Lanerk, or the lait good night ; | 
But you're a bird prelatic, that's not right; 
You have a breath that doth pollute the air, 
You turn a tory tune into a Sabbath pray'r. 
You have been bred by that malignant lown, 
Dean of Dumblain, I ſeiz'd upon his gown, 
Go, take it tothe guard, and owner both, 
Until they ſwear the abjuration-oath ; 
Compear before the conſtables and ſeſſion, 
And make an ample and fincere confeſhon, 
Theſe ftarlings-are an unco kind of folk; 
This is a rebel worſe than the muir- cock. 

O cou'd my baton reach the lav'rocks too, 
They're chirping Jamy, Jamy, juſt like you, 
I hate vaio birds mat lead malignant lives, 

But love the chanters to the Bow head wives, 

The captain ſmil'd to ſee the meriy jeſt, 
A well- bred bird mock'd by an ill-bred beaſt. 


The LITE and AcTs of, or an ELEGY 
on PATIE BIRNIE, 
' Thee ſamous fidler of Kinghorn, 


IWho gart the lieges gaaf and girn ay, K 
Aft | 
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Aft till the cock proclaim'd the morn, 
Tho baith his weeds and mirth were pirny ; 

He rous'd the things were longeſt worn : 
The brown ate-barrel was his kirn ay, 

And faithfully he toom'd his horn ; 
Sae can we ſay of PAT1E BIRNIE, 


And then beſides his valiant ads, 


It bridals he wan mony plackr. 
HAB. SIMPSON, 


N ſonnet ſlee, the man I ſing, 
His rare engine in rhyme thall ring 
Who laid the ſtick out o'er the ſtring, 
With ſic an art; 
Wha ſang ſae ſweetly to the ſpring, 
And rais'd the heart, 


Kinghorn may rue the rueſu' day, 


That lighted Patie to his clay, 
Wha gart the hearty billies ſtay, 

And ſpend their caſh, - 
To ſee his ſnout, to hear him play, 

And gab ſae gaſh, 
When ſtrangers landed, wow ſae thrang, 
Fuffing and peghing be wad gang, 
And crave their pardon that ſae lang 

He'd been a coming; 
Syne his bread- winner out he'd bang, 

And fa' to bummuing. . 
Your honour's father dead and gaae, 
For him he firſt wad make his mane, 
But ſoon his face cou'd make you fain, 

When he did ſough, 
O wiltu, wiltu do't again! 6 

And grain'd and leugh, 
This ſang he made frae his ain head, 
And eke the auld man's mare ſhe's dead, 
The peats and turfs and a's to lead; 

O fy upon her! 
A bonny auld thing this indeed, 

An't like your honour, 


—— 


65 


F 3 After 
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Aſter ilk tone be took a ſowp, 
Ard bann'd wi' vir the corky coup, 
That to the Papiſts country ſcoup, 
| Lo lear ha ha's ! 
Fra: chiels that fiop, hap, (ap and loup, 
Warting the b—3. 
That beardleſs capons are na men, 
We by their fozie ſprings might kea! 
But ours, she ſaid, cou'd vigour len 
To men o' weir, 
And gar them ſtout to battle ſten' 
Withoutten fear. 
How firſt he preQis'd, ye ſhall hear; 
The harn-pan of an umquhile mare 
He i{trung, and track ſounds ſaft and clear: 
Cut o' the pow, 
Which fr'd the ſaul, and gar'd the ear, 


With gladdeſs glow. 


dae ſome av!d-gabbed poets tell, 
Jove's nimble fon and lackey ſnell, 
Made the ficſt $4dle of a “ (hell ; 

On which Apollo, 
With meikle pleaſure play'd himſel', 

Baith jig and ſolo, 
O Johnny Stocks! What comes of thee ? 
Pa ſure thoul't break thy heart and die, 
Thy Birnie gane, thoul't never be 

Nor blyth, nor able. 
To ſhake thy ſhort houghs merrily, 

Upon a table. 
How pleaſant was't to fee thee diddle,. 
And dance ſae fnely to his fiddle, 
With noſe forgainit a laſs's middle; 

And brifkly brag, 
With cutty ſteps to ding their ſtriddle, 

And gar them fag ? 
He catch'd a crieſhy webſter lown, 
At rurkling of his deary's gown, 


* Tugue tefludo reſonare ſeptem, 
Callida ner vis. 


And 


Ho. 


DAP Lo” 


— 
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And wi' a rung came o'er his crown, 
For being there; 
But Starker's thrumbs got Patie down, 
And knooſt him ſir. 
Wae worth the dog, he waiſt ha” fell'd him, 
Revengfu' Pate aft green'd to geld bim, 
He aw'd amends, and that he tell'd him, 
| And bann'd to do't, 
He took the tid, and fairly ſell'd him, 
For a recruit, 
Pate was a carle of canny fenfſe ; | p 
And wanted ne'er a right bein ſpence, 
But laid up dollars in defence 
'Gainit eild and gout ; 
Well judging gear in future teoſe, 
Cou'd ſtand for wit, 
Yet prudent fowk may tek the pet; 
Anes thrawart porter wad na let 
Him in, while latter meat was bet; 
He gaw'd fu' fair, 
Plang in his fiddle o'er the yate, 
ä Whilk ne'er-did mair, 
haut profit may ariſe frae loſs, 
3 Sae Pate gat comfort by his croſs ; 
Soon as he wan within the cloſe, | 
2 He douily drew in, 
7 Mair gear frae ilka gentle goſs, 
4 Than bought a new ane. 
When lying bedfaſt ſick and fair, 
Io pariſh prieſt he promis'd fair, 
He ne'er wad drink fu' ony mair ; 
But hale and tight, 
He proy'd the auld man to a hair, 
Strat ilka night, 
The haly dad with care eſſiys, 
To wile him frae bis wanton ways, 
And tell'd him of his promiſe twice: 
Pate anſwer'd clever, 
F * Wha teats what people raving ſays, 
When in a leyer : = 
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At Bothwel- brig he gazd to fight, 

But being wile as he was wight, 

He thought it ſhaw'd a ſaul but flight, 

Daftly to ſtand, 

And let gun-powder wrang his ſight, 

Or hddle-hand, 

Right paukily he left the plain, 

Nor o'er his ſhoulder Jook'd apain, _ 

But ſcour'd o'er moſs and muir amain, 

To Reeky freight, 

And tauld bow mony Whigs were ſlain, 

Before they faught, 

Sae I've lamented Patie's end ; 

But leſt your grief o'er far extend, 

Come Gdight your cheeks, your brows unbend, 
| And lit your head 

For to a' Britain be it kend, 

He is not dead. 


A Dialogue betwixt a MALT-MAN 
and an EXCciSE-MAN. 


LUSH'D with a double dravght of double ſtrong, 
A merry malt-man took his morning ſoog ; . 

Blyth as the lark chants to the riſing morn, 

Sung to the praiſe of fir John Barleycorna 3 

He views the ſwelling ſteep, and is well pleas'd, : 

+ The font where fir John Barleycoro's baptis'd ; N 

Gives him freſh liquor, fince his old is ſtale, 

Knowing he'll pay him back in humming ale; 

Surveys his circuit in its breadth and length, 

And laughs to ſee him quicken into ſtrength : ; 

'Then to the kill, his altar, doth retire, | p 

Where he, like Ceres' prieft, keeps a perpetual fire; : 

Upon his bed of ſtraw makes him ly ſnug, | 

And clothes him with a covenanted rug, 

The kirk's hair gown, and by that weed's foretold, 

He'll prove a luſty ſinner when he's old. ' 

Back to the floor returns, takes a new broom, 

And, like a faithful keeper, ſweeps the room. 


i 


Toil'd 
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Toil'd with his morning taſk, lies down to reſt, 
Making a pillow of his maltzr's breaſt, 

Scarce has he ſunk to dawny ſleep, when he 

Is rous'd from dreaming by a turning key, 

And voice of bully from a foreign land, 

Come to fir John, to gauge his liock in hand: 

The ſigur'd tap flies from Pandora's box, 

Worle than the plapue, the peſtiler.ce, or pox ; 

D aws out an Engliſh yard, nd at the length, 
Meaſures his breadth, his thickcels and his ſtrength ; 
Stop, ſtop, ye Englith-taylcr, maltman cries, 

And reverence my malter where ho lies; 

An Eogliſh ſuit was never on his back, 

Naked at hume, abroad he wears a lack, 

D your b d, bugar Scot, quoth Engliſh Tom, 
Who was an honeſt highway man at home, 

Im ſervant to old England, and by Cad, 

We'll gauge fir John, and ſtarve him out of trade; 
We'll levy taxes by a powerful hoſt, 

Go you complain unto Belhaven's ghoſt, , 

May neither oats nor oxen grace your ground, 

Or plants or eatables with you be found ; 

May lice and mange ſuck and corrupt your blood, 
And you, unfed, yourſelf be vermin's food, 

Till you herd Engliſh hogs, thro? want of bread, 
And nought but Engliſh laws be read by- north the Tweed, 
Who can deſcribe the mournfu* Maltman's caſe, 

Who ſaw old Tyburn in.his Engliſh face! 

Three times he knock'd bis heart, which ſunk like lead, 
And thrice the {coop he flcuriſh'd round his head, 
Kicking the beſom, round the floor he ran, 

And threw a firlot at the gauging-man ; 

Whilſt peats, like bail-Ranes, flew upon his hide, 
Cry'd, Devil ſtecp you Engliſh rogues in Clyde; 

And when you've got ſufficient of the ſteep, ©. 
A laſt of Devils rot you in the heap; 

And work you thro” their floor with helliſh fill, 


Then dry you on their ever-burning kill. 


Six times he groan'd and fell upon fir John, 
Said, O my dear dead maſter! ! art thou gone? 


* 


Ah! 


„ 


— 
— 
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Ah! how can we ſurvive thy fatal fall, 
Thou univerſal parent of us all? 
Sucking thy blood, -we ſpent the merry hours, 
Thy blood was conſubſtantiate with ours; 
Our mother's milk was ſoon expell'd by thine, 
A liquor ſcarce inferiour to wine; 
Each mouth, with pleaſure, gap'd to let thee in; 
The dation was thy fleſh, thy blood, thy near a- kio, 
Glaſgow, with tears, lament thy rigid fate, 
From glory tumbl'd to a wretched tate ; 
Thy ſhips like woods danc'd on the wat r brime, 
To fetch the Indies io our native elime; 
From foreign ports no more thy veſſels come, 
And fir John Barlycorn now dies at home. 
Ah ! Glaſgow, what's thy guilt, what makes thee poor? 
Is it for bearing arms at Sheiiff-maic ; 
Without pay, fighting for a foreign prince ? 
A very fine reward he's gi'n you ſince! 
Weeping he threw himſelf upon fir John, . 
Saying, 1'1] write thy Epitaph on ſtone. 


Sir Jon Ba RLYCORN's EPITAPH- 
AN old bold warrior lies within this clay, | 

Who knock'd down thouſand mortals in a day; 

At laſt, be was betray'd by tieach'rous fallows, 

lo the ſame way in which they murd'red Wallace: 

What guns could not perform, was done by vote, 

lo killing him they cut the nation's throat, 


The Life and Death of the PIPER of 


KILBARCHAN; OT, 


The EPITAPH of Habbie Simp/on, 
Wha on his drone bore bonny flags, 
He made his cheeks as red as crimſon, 


And bobbed when he blew his bagss 


ILBARCHAN now may ſay alas! 
For ſhe hath loſt her game and grace, 


Baith trixie and the maiden-trace. 
But what . 


For 


= 
3 © 
* 
* 
8 
T 
2 
* ** 
©) 
2 
1 
K 
* 
1 - 
5 
1 
1 
8 
5 
* 
wy 
q Cy 
22 
2 
H * 
1 
» 
* 
"3A 
is 
* 
* 
— 
WT. 
5 
38 
3 
» 
. 8 
= 
* 
We 
* 
* 
. 
> 
SY 
CS 
8 
; 
„ 
+; 
85 
fs 
15 
- 
- 
4 
7 


On SgVERAL Occas1oNs. 71 


For no man Can ſupply his place, 
Hab, Simpſon's dead. 
Now, who mall play, the day it daws? 
Or, hunt up when the cock he craws ? 
Or, who can for our kirk-town's cauſe, 
Stand us in ſtead ? 
Oa Bag-pipes now no body blaws, 
Sin' Habby's dead, 
Or wha will cauſe our ſhearers ſhear ? 
Wha will bang up the brags of weir ? 
Bring in the bells or good play meir, 
In time of need ? 
Hab. Simpſon could, what needs you ſpier? 
But now he's dead. 
So kindly to his neighbours neiſt, 
At Beltan and St. Buchan's feaſt, 
* He blew, and then held up his breaſt, 
1 As he were weid, 
But now we need not him arreſt, 
For Habby's dens. 
At fairs he plaid before the ſpearmen, 
And, gaily graithed in their gear, men, 
Steel bonnets, jacks and ſwords ſo clear then, 
Like ony bead : 
now who ſhall play before fic weir men 
Sin' Habby's dead ? 
At clark-plays when he wont to come, 
His pipe play'd trimly to the drum, 
Like bikes of bees he gar'd it bum, 
And tan'd his reed; s 
But now our pipes may a' ſing dumb, 


Sin' Habby's dead. 
And at horſe races mony a day, 


Before the black, the brown and gray, 
He gar'd his pipe when he did play, 

Baith ſkicl and ſkreed 
Now all ſuch paſtime's quite away, 


Sin' Habby's dead. 
He counted was a weild wight man, 


* And fierccly at foot-ball he ran, 


At 
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At ev'ry game the gree he wan, 


For pith and ſpeed, 
The like of Habby was nae then, 


But now he's dead 
And then beſide his valiant acts, 
At bridals he wan mony placks, _ 
He bobbed ay behind fowk's backs, 
And ſhook his head, 
Now we want mony merry cracks, 
Sin” Rabby's dead, 
He was conveyer of the bride, 
With kittock hinging at his fide, 
About the kiik be thought a pride, 
The ring to lead, 
But now we may gae but a guide, 
| For Habby's dead. 
So well's he keeped his decorum, 
And ali the (tots of Whip- Meg Morum, 
He flew a man, and wae's me for him, 
- And bure the fead, 
And yet the man wan hame before him, 
And was not dead. 
Ay when he play'd the laſſes leugh, 
To ſee him teethleſs auld and teugh; 
He wan his pipes beſide Porcleugh, 
Withoutten dread, 
Which after wan him gear enough, 


But now he's dead, 


Ay when he play'd the gaitliogs gather'd, 
And when he ſpake the carle bledder'd, 
On ſabbath days his cape was fedder'd, 
A ſeemly weed, 
In the kitk- yard his mare ſtood tedder'd, 
Where he lies dead. 
Alas! for him my heart is ſair ! 
For of his ſprings I gat a ſkair, 
At ev'ry Plays race, feaſt and fair, 
But guile or greed. 
We need not look for p'ping mair, 
Sin' Habby'e dead, 
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A 


A TaLz of a BEAU and a BARBER. 


Story reach'd my ears ſome days ago, 

Which happen'd 'twixt a batber and a beau, 
The fluttering fop came to get bare his chin, 
To kiſs the ſofter at the ſecret fin. 
The ſhaver was a paddling clean his ſhop, 2 
Gave to his wife the razcr and the ſoap, 
Who was a buxom frow, both blyth and fair, 
She trimm'd the youth and pulveriz'4 his hair 
And he, through kindneſs, like a bawdy bead, 
Did feel the buckle of her furbelow, 
Her huſband heard a ſtruggle with his wife, 
Came with the paddle to decide the ſtrife, 
Repeated blows upon his beauſh:p's ſnout, 
Uutill the blood as faſt as oaths came out. 
He curs'd and cry'd, and to a ſurgeon fled, 
Relating all the villaio barber did, 
Surpriz'd the ſurgeon ſays, ** You ſcarce can ſtand, 
„% What, had you ne'er a weapon in your hand?“ 
My hand, quoth he, did with his wife's fleſh meddle; 


But what was that, you blockhead, to a paddle ? 


On a MIS ER. 


HESE fifty years I have been gath'ring gods, 
And pack'd them up as merchants do their loads. 
Some humble ones amongſt old feathers lay, 
Whilſt 1 to them did molt devourly pray. 
How could I think their godſhips long would lye, 
To, whom I gave ſo many wings to fly? 
Others did lurk in ſtockings and old ſhoes ; 
My paper deities were wrapt in clues. | 
What feckleſs heav'n was mine | bluſh to tell, | 
Ruffi ans broke up its gates with iron mell, 5 
And poinded all my gods, and ſcat myſelf to hell, 
I'd ealy been, but I'm of all bereav'd, - 
Whate'er became of me, had all my gods been ſay'd- 
| G The 
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The SELF-TORMENTOR. 


HERE is a wretch, the greateſt wretch alive, 
Eager for gold, yet wants the art to thrive. 


This devil of a man, with magic ſpell 
Torments himſelf and antedates his hell. 

Still pain'd with ſome imaginary loſs, 

And he before he wants, will coin a croſs, 

His mind and he are at perpeiual (trife, 

So loſes all the ſweets, and dear delights of life, 
A conſtant gloom fits on his lab'ring brow, 

Hz ſpeaks in broken ſentences to you. 


Five hundred pounds per annum gives this ſquire, 


Five hundred faggots to augment the fire. 

This hour he fears ſome charter has a flaw, 
Next ſeſſion will be caſten at the law. 

His iofant heir will ſpend what he has gain'd, 
And thus, like Ixion, to the wheel he's chain'd. 
His growing girl will rob him of his pelf, 

And chufe ſome brawny bankrupt for herſelf, 
Perhaps his wife with horns will plant his head, 
Aad baſtards ſhall ſucceed him when he's dead. 
Corns will be cheaper in the coming years, 

So he'll be ruin'd quite with modeſt fiars. 

The reverſe of good nature and good ſenſe, 
Who will not truſt a groat to providence, 
Happy the eaſy man devoid of care, 

Lives on his ſtock, and ſeeks ſupply by pray'r ; 
By prudent methods ſeeks a fair eſtate, 

Nor doth he fink to meet with adverſe fate, 


The EDINBURGH Main. 
E. W of the grave and wiſe delight to go, 


And ſee vain plays, or idle puppet-ſhow; . 


But blooming youth, and thoſe with age my 'd, 
Will flock to view this venerable maid ; 

No German monſter, uply to the eye; - 
Well ſhap'd, tho' ſhe hath neither arm nor thigh. 


Tho 


Tho 
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Tho' ſhe wants feet, yet doth ſhe run with ſpeed; 
be hath no hands, and yet ſhe kills men dead. 
E The cockatrice kills with its eyes, they ſay, 


But ſhe hath none, yet with her lips doth fl-y. 


She hath no teeth, yet fceds on bones and fclh, 
Ber drink is blood, yet never did ſhe piſh. 

| She hath no throat, and yet a very glutton, 
ow does ſhe gormandize a craig of mutton ? 
No angry words doth cither {peak or write, 
Nor fight, but hath a mult con founded bite; 
No party woman, and it is her glory, 

For equally ſhe wounds the Whig and Tory ; 
'Tis true her pride flies to the higheſt pitch, 
She kiſſes none except the great and rich; 


And they receive th' imperious Maid's embrace 
Oa bended knees, with rev'rence bow the face. 


Surely ſhe hath a kindreſs to our nation, 

Who Un1on hates; ſhe's ſtill for ſeparation. 
Few maids there are, like her, upon the earth, 
Who never thought on marriage ſince her birth : 
Sorely the is not ſprung of Adam's ſeed, 

Who never ſian'd in thought, or word or deed. 
From whence can ſhe ſuch pow'rful influecce draw? 
For faithfully ſhe Goth fulfil the law. 

Her father wzs a {mith be-ſouth the Tweed, 
And Halifax brought forth this cruel maid ; 
When young, wes courted by a Scottiſh peer, 
His lordſhip lov'd her well, and brought her here. 
Yet, ah! a very ſtrange reward he got, 

The jezabel kiſs'd him, and cut his throat. 
Some do conclude, ſhe's ſorry for her ſins, 

And now a life of penitence begins; 

For ev'ry time ſhe goes to take the air, 

Pious divines are with her cloſe at pray” *. 
Thrice fifty years ago this Ma1D was ſeen, 

Yet no more wrinkles hath than when fifteen. 
Her livery- man, and her lead- colour'd gown, 
Diſtioguith her from ladies of the town. 

Lying with her the braveſt men have dy'd, 

Yet ſhe's a MAlp, which cannot be den) d; 


— 
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And moſt 1ecluſely lives like any nun; 

For ſome years paſt ſhe hath rot ſeen the ſun, 
You may go view her any hour of day, 

See all her trim, and only ſix pence pay: 
She lodges at the back of gold-ſmiths hall; 
Great is the wonder, and the payment ſmall, 


The Pretended Tow N-CRYER. 


Py a gentleman who borrowed the bell-man's cloak and 
bell, and rung, and repeated the verſes as under, thro' 
the ſtreets of Edinburgh, at ſour o'clock in the morn» 
ing, May 10. 1720, ; 


LL you that in your beds do lie, 
Turn wame to wame and occupy ; 
And when that you have dene your beſt, 
Tura back to back and take your reſt, 
Good morrow my maſteis all. 


The LosT MAIDENHEAD, 


WT. ſhould 1 weep, why cenſur'd by the law, 

For loſing of the thing I never ſaw? 

Robin, with whom I'm blam'd, dare freely ſay, 

W hate'er be gave, he nothing took away: 

How then can that be loſt which none hath found, 

Arg neither is above nor yet below the ground? 
They ſay my market's made; but they are mad, 

For 1 have all the ware | ever had. 


The ſpot is extant, Robin's welcome there, 


Be never did me harm, ſtole neither hide nor hair. 


WILL. and MES. 


INCE Wirt and Med are married 
And were come here to dine; 
How comes there's neither ſyort nor play 
At ſuch a joyful time: 
H ever mulic lawful was, 
? Tis on a wedding day. 


Come 
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Come call the minſtrels and the maids, 
Let them go dance and play. 

Our daddies danc'd ere we were born, 
So did our minnies too, 

'Twas ne'er forbidden, or yet forborn, 
But by the Whiggiſh crew; 

Meſs John forbad all dancing here, 
I grant ris very true; 

But I have known him hear a tune, 


id And pay the fidler too. 
o! Religion, joy and mirth allows, 
n- And heaven is melody: 


But ſullen looks, and gloomy brows, 
Sait hell and Preſbyt' ry. 
Advice to the KING, 1532, 


AW not thy ſeed in Sandilands, 
Spend not thy ſtrength on Weir, 
And ride not on an Eliphant, 
For galliog of thy geir. 


The CouNTRY WAKE, 
At Cnxs1T's Kirk on the Green, 1434. 


7 
AS ne'er in Scotland heard or ſeen 
Sic dancing and deray ; 
Nouther at Falkland on the green, 
Nor Peebles at the play; 
As was of woers, as | ween, 4 
At Chriſt's kirk on a day: 
There came our kittics waſhen clean, 
In new kirtles of gray, 
| Fou gay that day, 
To dance theſe damoſels them dight, 
Thir. 1:ſſes light of laits, 
Their gloves were of the raffel right, 
Their ſhoon were of the ſtraits ; 
9 
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Their kirtles were of Lincome light, 
Well preſs'd with mony plaits : 
They were ſo nice, when men them nigh'd, 
They ſqueel'd like ony gaits, 
Fou loud that day. 
Of all theſe maidens, mild as mead, 
Was nane ſae jimp as Gilly, 
As ony roſe her rude was red, 
Her lire was like the lilly ; 
Fou yellow, yellow, was her head, 
But ſhe of love was filly ; 
Though a' her kin had ſworn her dead, 
dhe wad have but ſweet Willy, 
Alane that day. 
She ſcorned Jack, ard ſcrap'd at him, 
And murgeon'd him with mocks ; 
He wad have loo'd, he wad na let him, 
For a' his yellow locks ; 
He cheriſh'd her; ſhe bad gae chat him, 
Counted him not twa clocks; 
dae ſhamefully his ſhort gown ſet him, 
His legs were like twa rocks, 
Or rur:gs that day, 
Tam Lutter. was their minſttel meet, 
Good Lord, how he could lance! 
He play'd ſae ſhrill! and ſang fae ſweet, 
While Touſie took a trance; 
Auid Lightfoot there he did forleet, 
And counterfeited France : 
He us'd himſelf as man diſcreet, 
And up the morice-dance 
He took that day. 
Then Ste'en came ſteppand in with ſtends, 
Nze rink might him arreſt; 
Blaitfoct did bob with mony bends, 
For Mauſe he made requeſt : 
He lap till he lay on his lends, 
But riſing was ſae preſt, 
While that che holtht at baith ends, 
Fer hogour of tac ſeaſt, 


Aud dauc'd that day. 
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Syne Robin Roy began to revel, 
And Dawny to him rugged : 
Let be, quoth Jack, and ca'd him jevel, 
And by the tail him tugged. 
Then Kenſie cleekit to a cavel, 
God wots, as they twa lugged! 
They parted manly on a nevel, 
Men ſay that hair was 1ougged 
Between them twa, 
Ane bent a bow, de ſturt did ſteer him, 
Great ſkaith was to have ſcar'd him, 
He cheſit a flane that did affear him, 
Th? other ſaid, diidum, dardam : 


Thro' baith the checks ke thought to ſheer him, 


Or through the arſe have char'd him, 
B' an acre- braid it came na' near him, 
I canna tell whai mart'd him, 
Sae wide that day. 
With that a friend of his cry'd, Fy! 
And up an arrow drew, 
He forged it ſae furiouſly, 
The bow in fhnders flew : 
Sae was the will of God, trow I, 
For had the tree been true, 
Men ſaid, wha kend his archery, 
That he had ſlain anew, 
Belyve that day. 
A yap young man that ſtood him neiſt 
Loos'd aff a ſhot with ire, 


He eitled the bairn in at the breaſt, 


The bolt flew o'er the byre ; 
Ane cry'd, Fy ! he has ſlain a prieſt 

A mile beyond a mire; | 
Then bow and bag frae him he keiſt, 

And fled as fierce as fire 

Frae flint that day. 

An haſty henſure called Hary, 

Wha was an archer, hyad 
Fit up a tackle withouten tarry, 

That torment ſac him pyn'd ; 
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J watna' whether's hand did vary, 
Or the man was his friend, 
For he eſcap'd through mights of Mary, 
As ane that nae ill mean'd, 
But good that day. 
Then Laurie like a lion lap, 
And ſoon a flane cou'd fedder, 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, 
Thereon to wed a wedder ; 
He hit him on the wame a wap, 
It buff 'd like ony bladder ; 
But ſae his fortune was and hap, - 
His doublet made of leather, 
Sav'd him that day. 
The baff ſae boiſteroully abais'd him, 
He to the earth duſh'd down, 
The other man for dead there left him, 
And fled out of the town: 
The wives came forth and up they reft him, 
And fand life in the lown ; | 
Then with three routs on's arſe they rais'd him, 
And cur'd him out of ſoun', 
Frae hand that day. 
With forks and flails they lent great flaps, 
And flang together like frigs, 
With bougers of barns they beft blew caps, 
While they of bairns made brigs, 
The rair raiſe rudely with the raps, 
When rungs were laid on rigs, 
The wives came forth wi' cries and claps, 
See where my liking liggs 
Fou low this day, 
They girn'd and glowred a' at anes, 
11k goſſip other grieved; 
Some ſtrake with ſtings, ſome gather'd ſtanes, 
Some fled, and ſome reliey'd : 
The minſtrel wan within twa wains, 
That day he wiſely priev'd, 
For he came hame wi' unbruis'd banes, 
When bghters were miſchieved 
T? eu ill that dar. 
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Heich Hutcheon with a hazle-rice 
To redd can thto' them rummil ; 
He maw'd them down like ony mice, 
He was nae petty Bummil!: 
Tho' he was wight; he was na wice, 
With fic janglers to jummil ; 
For frae his thumb they dang a ſlice, 
W hile he cry'd, Barl-fummil, 
| I'm lain this day. 
When that he ſaw his blood ſae red, 
To flee might nae man let him ; 
He ween'd it had been for auld feed, 
He thought, and bade have at him : 
He gar'd his feet defend his head, 
The far fairer it ſet him, 
While he was paſt out of all dread; 
He wad been ſwift that gat him, 
| Thro' ſpeed that day. 
The town ſouter wi' grief was bowden, 
His wife hang at his waiſt ; 
His body was with blood a browden, 
He girn'd like ony ghailt : 
Her glitt'ring hair that was ſo gowden 
So hard in love him laiſt, 
That for her fake be was na yowden, 
W hile he a mile was chas'd, 
And mair that day. 
The miller was of manly make, 
To meet him was nae mows ; 
There durſt nae tenſome there IM take, 
Sae noyted he their pows: 
The buſhmenrt hail about him brake, 
And bicker'd him wi” bows; 
Syne traiterouſly, behind his back, 
They hew'd him on the howes, 
© Behind that day. 
Twa that were headſmen of the herd, 
On ither ran like rams; 
They follaw'd, ſeeming right unfeat'd, 
Beat on with barrow-trams: 


1 


They gat upon the gams, 
While bloody barken'd was ilk beard, 
As they bad worried lambs, 

Maiſt like that day. 

The wives kieſt up a hideous yell, 

| When all theſe yoſkiets yoked ; 

As fierce as flakes of fire flaught fell, 
Frieks to the field they flocked : 

The carles with clubs did others queil 
On breaſis while blood out bozked ; 

Sae 1udely rang the common bell, 
That a' the ſteeple rocked, 

. For dread that day. 

By this Tam Taylor was in's gear, 
When that he heard the bell, 

He ſaid he ſhould make all a-fteer, 
When he came there himſell; 

He gaed to fight in lic a fear, 
While to the ground he fell, 

A wife that hat him on the ear 

With a great knocking mell, 


When they had bier'd like baited bulls, 
And brain-wood brynt in bails ; 

They were as meek as ony mules, 
That mangit are with mails: 

For faintneſs the forfoughten fools 
Fell down like flaughier'd fails; 


And dang them down in dails 
Pegeen that day. 
Whan a was done, Dick with an aix 
Came forth to fell a fidder, 
That wad have ſlaio my brither ? 


And ſae did Meg his mither ; 


For he durſt ding nae ith er 
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But where their gabs they were ungear'd, 


Fell'd him that day. 


Freſh men came in, and hail'd the dools, 


Quoth he, where are yon hangit ſmaiks, 
His wife bade him gae hame, Gib Glaiks, 
He turn'd, and gave them-baith their paiks, 


But them that Cay. 
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But there had been mair blood and faith, 
Sair hardſhip and great ſpuilie, 
And mony a ane had gotten his death 
By this unſonſy tuilie, 
But that the bauld goodwife of Braith, 
arm'd wi' a great kail-gully, 
Came belly-flaught, and loot an aith, 
She'd gat them a' be hooly 
Fou faſt that day, 
Blyth to win aff ſae wi' hail banes, 
Tho' mony had clowr'd pows, 
And dragl'd ſae *'mang muck and ſtanes, 
They look'd like worry-kows ; 
Quoth ſome who maiſt hed tint their eynds, 
Let's ſee how a' bowls rows, 
And quat this brulzimeat at anes, 
Yon gully is nae mows 
Forſooth this day. 
Quoth Hutcheon, I am well content, 
| thirk we may do war; 
Till this time towmond, I'ſe indent, 
Our claiths of dirt will far ; 
Wi' nevels I'm amaiſt fawn faint, 
My chafts are dung a-char : 
Then took his bonnet to the bent, 
And daddit aff the glar, 
Fou clean that day, 
Tam Taylor, wha in time of battle 
Lay as gin ſome had fell'd him, 
Gat up now wi' an unco rattle, 
As nane there durſt hae quell'd him: 
Bauld Beſs flew to him wi' a brattle, 
And ſpite of his teeth held him 


Cloſs by the craig, and with her fatal 


Knife ſhor'd ſhe would geld him, 
For peace that day. 
Syne a' wi' ae conſent ſhook hands, 
As they ſtood in a ring; 
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Some red their hair, ſome ſet their bands, 
Some did their ſark-tails wring; 


' Then for a hap upo' the hands 


They did their minſtrel bring, 
Where clever houghs like willie wands, 
At 1ika blythſome ſpring, 
Lap high that day. 
Claud Peky was na very blate, 
_ He ſtood na long a dreigh ; 
For by the wame he gripped Kate, 
And gard her gie a ſkreigh. 
Had aff. quoth ſhe, ye filthy ſlate, 
Ye (hiok o' leeks, O feigh ! 
Let gae my hands, | ſay, be quiet: 
And waw gin the was ſkeigh, 
And mim that day! 


Nou ſettled goſnes fat, and keen 


Did for freſh bickers birle ; | 
While the young ſwaukies on the green 
Tock round a merry title: 
Meg Wallet wr ber pinky e'en, 

Gar'd Lau ial heart (trings dirle, 
And fowk wad thteep that ſhe did green 

For what would gar her ſkirl, 

And fkreigh ſome day, 

The manly miller, haff and haff, 

Came out to ſhaw good will, 
Flang hy his mittens, and his ſtaff, 

Cry'd, gi'e me Patie's mill: 
He lap bawk height, and cry'd had aff; 
They roos'd him that had ſkill ; 
He wad do't better, quoth a calf, 

Had he arother gill 

Of Uſquebae. 

Furth ſtarted neiſt a penſy blad, 

And ut a maiden took, 
They ſaid that he was Falkland bred, 

And danced by the book ; 
A ſouple Taylor to his trade, 

And when their hands he ſhook, 
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Ga'e them what be got frac his dad, 
Videlicet the yuke, 
; To claw that day, 
When a' cry'd out he did ſae well, 
He Veg and Beſs did call up; 
The lafſes babb'd about the reel, 
Gard a' their hurdies wallop, 
And ſwat like pownies when they ſpeel 
Up braes, or when they gallop: 


1 But a thrawn knublock hit his heel, 
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And wives had him to hawl up | 
H-fﬀ 1-11'd that day. 
But mony a pauky look and tale, 
Gaed round when glomin hous'd them, 
The oſtler wife brought ben goud ale, 
And bad the laſſes rouſe them; 
Up wi' them, lads, and l'ſe be bail, 
- They'll loo ye an ye touze them: 
Quoth Gawſy, thac will never fail 
Wi' them that this g te woes them, 
On fic a day. 
Syne ſtools and furms were drawn aſide, 
And up raiſe Willy D. dle. 
A ſhort hough'd man, bui fu' o' pride, 
He ſaid, the fidler play'd ill; 
Let's hae the pipes, quoth he, beſide; 
uoth a'. that is na ſaid ill. 
Hyg fi ted the floor ſyne wi' the bride, 
To cutty-mun and tree-laddle, 


Thick, thick that day. 


In the mean time came in the laird, 
And by ſome right did claim, 
To kiſs and dance with Mauſy Aird, 
A dink and dortv dame. 
But O poor Mauſe was aff her guard; 
For back-gate frae her wame, 
Baikin, ſhe loot a fearfu' raird, 
That gart her think great ſhame, 
And blufh that day. 
H | 
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Auld Ste'en led out Maggy Forſyth, 
He was her ain good brither, 
And'ilka ane was unco blyth, 
To lee auld fouk ſae clever. 
Quoth Jock, wi' laughing like to rive, 
What think ye o' my mither ? 
Were my dad dead, let me ne'er thrive, 
But ſhe wad pet anither 
Goodman this day, 
Tam Lutter had a meikle diſh, 
And betwixt ilka tune, 
He laid his lugs in't like a ſiſh, 
and fuck'd till it was done. 
His bags were liquor'd to his wiſh, 
His face was like a moon, 
But he cou'd get nae place to piſh 
In, but his ain twa ſhoon, 
For thrang that day, 
The latter -gae of haly rhime, 
Sat up at the board head, 
And a he ſaid was thought a crime, 
To contradict indeed; 
For in clerk lear he was right prime, 
And could baith write and read, 
And drank ſae firm till ne'er a ſtyme 
He cou'd keek on a bead, 
Or book that day. 
When he was ſtrute, twa ſturdy chiels, 
Be's oxter and be's collar, 
Held up frae cowping o' the creels, 
The liquid logick ſcholar. 
When he came hame, his wife did reel, 
And rampag'd in her choler : 
WY that he brake the ſpinning-whee], 
That coſt a good rix dollar, 
And mair ſome ſay. 
Near bed · time now ilk weary wight, 
Was gaunting for his reſt; 
For ſome were like to tyne their f ight, 
V i' ſleep and drinking ſtreſt: 
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- zut ithers that were ſtomach tight, 


Cry'd out, It was na beſt, 
o leave a ſupper that was dight, 
To brownies or a ghailt, 
To eat that day. 


Ton whomelt tubs lay twa leng dales, 


On them ſtood mony a goan, 


some fill'd with brochen, ſome wi' Kail, 


And milk het frae the loan. 


Jof daintiths they had routh and wale, 


Of which they were right fon; 
But naithing wad gae down but ale, 
Wi' drunken Donald Don, 


The ſmith, that day. 


Syne 1 twice aught bannocks in a heap, 
And twa good junts of beef, 


Wi' hind and fore ſpaul of a ſheep, 


Drew whittles frae ilk ſheath. 
Wi' gravie a' their beards did dreep, 
They kemped with their teeth, 
A kebbuck ſyne that maiſt cou'd creep 
Its lane, pat on the ſheaf, 
In ſtows that day. 
The bride was now laid in her bed; 
Her left leg ho' was flung, 
And Geordie Gib was hdgen glad, 
Becauſe it hit Jean Gun; 
She was his jo, ard aft had ſaid, 
Fy, Geordie, ha'd your tongue, 
Ye'll ne'er get me to be your bride, 
But cierg'd her mind when bung, 
That very day. 
Tee he! quoth Touſie, when ſhe ſaw 
The cathel coming ben; 
It pyppin het gaed round them a', 
The bride ſhe made a fen 
To ſit, in wyliecoat ſae bra, 
Upon her nether en: 
Her lad like ony cock did craw, 
H 2 
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That meets a clockin ten; | . 
And blyth were they. ; To 


The ſoutet, miller, ſmith and Dick, { 
Lu ie and Hutcheon bauld, 4 Arad 
; 


Carles that nee kept very ſtrict I 
Be hours. though they were auld : 2 7w 
Nor cou'd they e'er leave ff that trick, bx: 
But whare good ale was ſald, 2 
They drank a' night, e'en though Auld - nick He! 
Should oO their wives to ſcald [ 1 
Them far't neiſt day. I Cir 
Was ne'er in cotland heard and ſeen, | f 
Sic banqueting and drinking, ne 
Sic revelling and battles keen, =_ - 
Sic dancing and fic jinkinz I 1. 
And unco wark that feil'd at e'en, 
When laſſes were half winking; 


They loſt their feet and baith their e'en, 
Asad maiden- heads paed cliokin 
Aff a' that day. 
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Now frae th” eaſt nook of Fyfe the dawn, 
Speel'd weſtlins up the lift, 
Carles wha heard the cock had crawn, 
Begoud to rax and rift ; 
And greedy wives, wi' girning thrawn, 
Ciy'd laſſes up to thrift : 
Dogs barked, and the lads frae hand 
Bang'd to their breeks like drift, 
By break of day. 
But ſome who had been fu” yeſtreen, 
Sic as the letter- gae, 
Air up had nae will to be ſeen, 
Grudzing their great to pay. 


But what's aft friſted's no for gi'en, 11 
When fowk has nought to ſay; 
Yet ſweer were they to rake their e en, 
Sic dizzy heads had they, 
And het that day. 
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d Be that time it was fair fuir days, 


As fu's the houſe cou'd pang, 


To ſee the young fowk or they raiſe, 


Goſſips came in ding dang, 


And wi' a ſoſs aboon the claiths, 


Ik ane their gifts down flang ; 


Tall roop- horn ſpoons down Maggy lays, 


Baith meikle mou'd and lang, 
For kail or whey. 


Her aunt a pair of tangs fuſh in, 


Right bauld ſhe ſpake and ſpruce ; 
Gin your goodman ſhall make a din, 
And gabble like a gooſe, | 
Shorin, whan fu', to ſkelp your ſkin, 
Thir tangs may be of uſe; 
Lay them alang his pow or ſhin, 
Wha wins ſyne may make rooſe, 
Between you twa. 
Auld Beſſie, in her red coat braw, 
Came, wi' her ain oe Nanny, 
An odd like wife, they ſaid that ſaw, 
A moupin runkl'd granny; 
She fley'd the kimmers ane and a', 
Word gaed {he was na canny; 
Nor wad they let lucky awa', 
A ſhe was burnt with bran'y 
Like mony mae, 
ste en freſh and faſteo *mang the reſt, 
Came 1n to get his morning, 
Speir'd gin the bride had tane the teſt, 
And how ſhe loo'd her corning ? 
She leugh as ſhe had found a neſt, 
Said, Let a be your ſcorning. 
Quoth Roger, fegs I've done my beſt, 
To gi'e her a charge of horniog, 
As well's I may. 
Kind Kirſh was there, a canty laſs, 
Black ey'd, black hair'd, and bonny; 
Right well red up, and jimp ſhe was, 
And woers had fu' mon); 
11 ; 
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I watna how it came to paſs, 
She cutled in wi' ſohnny, 
And tumbling wi” him on the graſs, 
Dang a' her cockernonny 
| A-jee that day, 
But Mauſs begrutten was and bleer'd, 
Look'd thowleſs, dowf, and ſleepy ; : 
Auld Maggy kend the wyt, and ſneer'd, 
Ca'd her a poor daft heepy : e 
Tis a wiſe wife that kens her wierd, 
Vhat though ye mount the creepy? 
There a good leſſon may be lear'd ; 
And what the war will ye be 
To ſtand a day? 
Or bairns can read, they ſirſt maun ſpell, 
} learn'd this free my mammy, 
And keiſt a lagen- girth my ſell, 
Lang or I mairied Tammie ; 
I'!} warrant ye have a' heard tell 
Of Doony Andes Lammie z 
Stifly in loove wi' me he fell, 
As ſoon as e'er he ſaw me; 
That was a day. 
Het drink, freſh butter'd cakes and cheeſe., 
That held their hearts aboon, 
Wii' claſhes mingled aft wi' lies, 
- Drave aff the hale forenoon. 
But afier dinner, and ye pleaſe, 
To weary not o'er ſoon, 
We down to ev'ning edge wi' eaſe, _ 
Shall loup, and ſee what's done 


I' the dowp o' the day. 


Now what the friends wed fain be at, 
They that were right true blue, 
Was c'en to pet their wyſons wet, 
And fill young Roger fu? : 
But the bauld billy took his maut, 
And was right ſtiff to bow; 
Ke fairly gave them tit for tat, 
Ang ſcoui'd aff healths anew, 
Clean out that day, 
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A creel bowt fou of meikle Rains; 
They clinked on his back, 
To try the pith o's rigg and reins, 
| They gar'd him cadge this pack. 
Now as a ſign he had ta'en pains, 
is young wife was nae (lack, 
Io rin and eaſe his ſhoulder-banes, 
And ſneg'd the raips fu“ ſnack, 
Wrer knife that day, 
Syne the blyth carles, tooth and nail, 
Fell keenly to the wark, 
Io eaſe the gantrees of the ale, 
2 And try wha was mailt ſtark; 
Till boord and floor, and a' did ſail 
Wi' ſpilt ale i“ the dark; 
Gar'd Jock's fit ſlide, and like a fail, 
Play'd dad, and dang the bark 
aff's ſhins that day, 
The ſcuter, miller, ſmith, and Dick, 
5 Et cæt ra, cloſs ſat cockin, 
Till waſted was baith caſh and tick, 
Sae ill they were to ſlocken: 
3 Gaan out to piſh, in putters thick 
Some fell, and ſome gaed rockin; 
Sawny- hang ſneering on his ſtick, 
To ſee bauld Hutcheon bockin 
Rain-bows that day. 
The ſmith's wife her black deary ſought, 
And fand him ſkin and birn; 
Quoth ſhe, this day's wark's be dear bought: 
He bann'd, and gae a girn; 
Ca'd her a jad, and ſaid ſhe might 
Gae hame and ſcum her kirn : 
W biſht, lathren, for gin ye ſay ought 
Mair, I'ſe wiad you a pirn 
: To reel ſome day. 
Ye'll wind a pirn ! ye filly ſnool, 
Wae worth your drunken ſaul, 
Quoth ſhe, and lap in o'er a ſtool, 


And, claught him by the ſpaul :: 
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He ſhook her, and ſware, meikle dool: 
Ye's thole for this, ye ſcaul; 
I'll rive frae aff your hips the hool, 
And learn ye to be baul 
On fic a day. 
Your tippanizing, ſcant o' grace, 
Quoth ſhe, gars me gang duddy, . 
Our neighbour Pate ſin break o' day's: 
Been thumping at his ſtudy ; 
An it be true that ſome fou k ſays, 
Yell gira yet in a woody; 
Syne wi” her nails ſhe rave his face, 
Made a' his black beard bloody, 
| wr ſcarts that day. 
A gilpy that had ſeen the faught, 


1 wat he was na lang, | Bou 
Till he had gather'd ſeven or aught: 1 
Wild hempies, {tout and ſtrang ;. ; 5 
They frae a barn a kaber raught, 4 820 

And mounted wi' a bang, Y 
Betwixt twa's ſhoulders, and ſat ſtraight: * A; 


Upon't, and rade the ſtang 
On her that day. 
The wives and gytlings a' ſpang'd out, 
O'er middens and o'er dykes, F 
Wi' mony an unco ſkirl and ſhout, 
Like bum - bees ftae their bykes; 
Thro' thick and thin they ſcour'd about, 
Plaſhing thro' dubbs and ſykes, 
And ſic a raird rang thro' the rout, 
Gar'd a' the hail town tykes; 
Vamph loud that day. 
But d'ye ſee fou better bred 
Was mensfu' Maggy Murdy ? 
She her man like a lammy led 
Hame, wi' a well wail'd wordy : 
Faſt frae the company he fled, 
As he had ta'en the (ſturdy ; 
She fleech'd him fairly to his bed, 
Wi' ea ig him her burdy, 
Kindly that day. 
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But Lawrie he took out his nap, 
Upon a mow of peaſe, 

And "Robin Ipew'd i in's ain wife's lap, 
He ſaid it ga 'e him eaſe. 


* Hutcheon wi' a three lugged Cap, 


His head bizzen wi' bees, 


Hit Geordie a mifluſhious rap, 


And brake the brig o's neeſe 
Right ſair that day. 


5 Syne ilka thing gae'd arſe o'er head, 


Cizandlers, boord, ſtools and ſtoups, 


7 Flew thro! the houſe wi' meikle ſpeed, 


And'there was little hopes, 


But there had been ſome ill done deed, 


Chey gat fic thrawart cowps ; 


0 But a' the ſkaith that chanc'd indeed 
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Was only on their dowps, 
Wi' faws that day. 


: Sae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 


*Till a' their ſenfe was ſmoor'd ; 


And in their maws there was dae mank, 


Upon the furms ſome ſnor d: 
Itheis frae aff the bunkers ſank, 

Wi' een like collops ſcor'd : 
Some ram'd their noddles wi' a clank, 

E'en like a thick ſcull'd lord, 

On poſts that day. 

The young goodman to bed did clim, 

His dear the door did lock in, 
Crap down beyond him, and the rim 

O' er wame he clap'd his dock in: 
She fand her lad was not in trim, 

And be this ſame good token, 
That ika member, lith and limb, 

Was ſouple like a docken, 

8 Bout him that day. 
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94 SC OTS POEMS 3 


The HEATHEN HEROESVͤH or, VII Hd 


can Cuckolded by Ma xs. 4 


| And 
| Wy⸗ 

HERE is a little god call'd Love, Since 

That rules on earth and heaven above, But 

In air, and ſea, and hell below; 4 And 
But ſtay, before 1 further go 3 
Fo tell what ſort of ſquire is he, For 
*Tis fit I tell his pedigree. © Aut 
His grandſite was, if it be true, ro 
As tight a god as eber ye knew; No 
But having been by witches told, Th 
That when his gooſhip did grow old, The 
His ſon would from ihe kingdom throw him; Bu. 
And in ſome dirty hole beſtow bim; | Sas 
This turn'd his podſhip melancholly, 2 To 


And ſhortly in a br of folly, 

He cut his --- cff for fear + 

They ſhould beget a ſon and heir; 

But hear a ſtory ſtrange, tho' true, 
From froth of heav'nly cod-piece grew, 
The faireſt woman ever ye knew; 

She was a goddeis ye may gueſs, 

For a god's daughter 1s no lels. 

Be his mother either earth or ſea, 

She ſtiſl muſt ſhare divigity: 

This girl, or goddeſs, which you pleaſe, 
Grew ſuddenly, not by degrees; 4 
For gods, as muthrooms, by their might, 80 
Grow to perfection in a night. . 
This beauty every god ador'd, | 
Each heav'nly ber —— implor'd 3 
Whilſt ſhe her favours did diſpenſe 

With univerſal influence, 
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That ſhe retus'd, till he was tir'd; 
But then ſhe wiſely thought it needleſs, 
To ſtick to one when he grew deedleſs. 


e 


Thus 
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Thus ſhe ſwiv'd or. till the the c- ds, 
1 Had drain'd of Il th' immortal gods. 


Yet the at aft with child did prove, 


And bore this little Shote- ſon, Love; 
* Wha was his father 'tis not known, 


Since ſhe had deait with more than one; 


But of the gods 'twas one or other, 
And ſurely Venus was his mother. 


This little god was born quire blind, 


For which no reaſon 1 can fad, 

hut that his mother never miſſ d. 
To ſhut her eyes when ſhe was kiſs'd, 
Now at his birth the gods did buſtle, 


This gave him bells, the other whiille, 
The third a bib, the fourth a rattle; 

But Mars, the rozring god of battle, 
Gave him a pretty bow and quiver, 

To ſhoot mankind thro' heart and liver; 


That never yet he threw his dart, 
Baut at each time he pierc'd a heart. 
Sometimes at men he threw his arrows, 
Then ſhot the gods as boys do ſparrows, 


{3 Tho' he was blind, he learnt ſuch art, : 


Could make the greateſt of the gods, 


Change. their forms and bleſt abodes, 

And ſcour on earth like fornicators, 
Raviſhing wives, their maids and daughters. 
Would it not be a pretty jeſt, 

To ſee a god ſwive like a beaſt ; 

Sometimes a bull, ſometimes a an, 
Sometimes an eagle, now a man. 

And why was all this mighty pother, 

But for to ſwive ſome jade or other? 
There ye might ſee a lovely goddeſs, 
Without her gown, or ſmock, or boddice 
With neither hand nor rag before her, 

But naked as her mother bore her; 
Yielding up her heavenly charms, 

Into ſome ſun-burnt ſhepherd's arms; 


Nay, happy mortal ſure was he, 


That thus could ſwiye a Ciety. 
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Here ye might fee the mighty gods, 
With erect and maſſy c--ds; 
Following maids as dogs do bitches, 


Yea whereſoever the god did find her; 
He nevei leſt he: till he'd |—'d her; 
Theſe doings rais'd a mongrel breed, 
Twixt mortal and immortal feed. 

Such pranks did this bold archer play, 
That he would ne'er let (lip one day, 
Unleſs he wounded ode ©: other, 

| And very oft it was his mother; 

Like loving ſon, he (till contrived, 

To get his mamma ſoundly ſwived. 

She lately was in marriage giv'n, 

To th' uglieſt crooked god in heaven; 
And if it be not thought uncivil, 

A god more ugly than a devil, 

Vulcan by name, a ſmith by rrade, 

Who heaven's locks and chimney's made; 
All the day be wrought with's one ey'd fellows, 
Puffi ng and blowing at his bellows ; 
Making nails or mending thunder, 

Shoes for horſes, or a hunder 

Other things too long to tell, 

Which he all day made in his cell; 

At night he went to th' goddeſs bed; 
Judge how ſad a life ſhe led, 

With ſuch an uſ-leſs ſapleſs ſtock, 
Badaub'd with feot, and {tin'd with ſmoak: 
He, who had wrought ſo hard all day, 
Was all the night unfit for play ; 

Which made the goddeſs, who lov'd ſwiviog, 
Lye very penſively contriving, 

To find out ane to eaſe her want; 

Then to her ſon ſhe made complaint: 
My deareſt ſon, my darling joy, 

Thou mighty god, thou lovely boy, 

Pity thy mother's wretched (tate, 

Who now repeats, tho' 'tis too late, 


Thro' towns, thro? fields, thro” bogs and ditches ; 
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That e'er ſhe married ſuch a beaſt, 
Who neither gives her joy nor reſt; 


Ie ſoores all wight as for a wager, 


And ttinks much worſe than fox or badger; 
Ah! now I weep, believe my tears, 


FF But twice he's kiſs'd me in two years 
I'm ſure I ne'er had married ſmith, 
Had 1 not thought he was all pith, 


But now I find my ſad miſtake: 
Tell me, dear boy, what courſe to take? 


| Mother, ſays he, you may be eaſy, 


Truſt me, I'll find out one ſhall pleaſe ye, 

Ill ſhoot the tory roy god. 

and maſſ. cd; 

The god of war, the noble Mars, 

Shall ſoon be thundring at your arſe, 

Thus ſaid. his keeneit-ſhafr he drew, 

And pierc'd his zotſhip throw and throw; 

The god, who ne'er had lov'd till now, 

Curl'd his noſe, and knit his brow, 

Wondring to ſee his riſe, 

From betwixt his brawoy thighs; _ 

Hey ho! ſays he, pray what's the matter! 

My t—ce gets up, my mouth does water. 

And now the goddeſs comes in view; 

Ho, Mris Venus is it you! 

Madam, ſo many charms you bave, 

That the god of war's your ſlave; 

I'm a bad courtier, but I'll tell ye, 

I long to be within your belly; 

See how my rouſer does advance, 

Fhough not ſo long, as ſtiff s my lance ; 

If ye don't yield, my caſe is bad, 

The devil take me I'll run mad. 

The goddeſs was ſo pleas'd to find, 

The god of war to love inclin'd ; 

A god, ſays ſhe. of your dimenſions, 

May very well bring his preteaſions ; 

If you be what you ſeem to be, 

You ne'er ſhall be refus'd by me; 
1 
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But firſt let's lay aſide this iron, 
Which does your lovely limbs inviran. 
In love's ſoft wars there's no alarms, 
Then lay aſide theſe uſeleſs arms; 
Thy naked body I'll embrace, 
And melt in pleaſures face to face. 
Haſte to my bow'r my love to meet, 
There we our joys ſhall ſoon complete ; 
On beds of roſes we will lye, 
While little love fits ſmiling by. 
All night we'll kiſs, and love all day, 2 8 
My doves ſhall. with your lions play, of 
Make haſte, my love, come haſte away. 
The god the ſummons ſoon obe y'd, 
And down his ſword and armour laid; 
Upon the wings of love he flew, ' 
Though what to.do he-ſcarcely knew : 
But ſoon the lovely goddeſs taught him, 
For what intent ſhe thither brought him; 
Panting upon her back ſhe lay, 
And did-her naked limbs diſplay, 
uch legs and thighs were never ſeen, 
But O! the heav'n that lay between 
So fine a breaſt, a face ſo fair, 
So ſmooth a ſkin, ſuch coal black hair, 
Her eyes half · ſhut whilſt thus ſhe lay, 
Twiokling like ſtars at break of day. 
The god with wonder ſtruck to ſet her, 
Scarce had the courage to come nigh her. 
But ſhe his fears did ſoon diſmiſs, ? 


Telliag him, if he would kiſs, 

It was the way to greater bliſs. 

The god then judg'd, he was in honour, 
Oblig'd to throw himſelf upon her ; 
The jirking bliſs he found within her, 
Nor found it hard to gain and win her, 
The melting god the goddeſs preſt, 
And itil] ſhe held him to her breaſt ; 
Thus both diſſolv'd in equal love, 

And in one inſtant ceas'd to move. 


Whilf 
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* Whilſt thus the wearied lovers lay, 
7 Phabus, the Whey fac'd god of day, 


Paſt unluckily that way. 


le ſaw Mars lie within her arms, 
Poſſeſt of all her heavenly charms ; 
To 

# With Valcan's wife? but 1'I] diſcover, 
How happy ſhe has made her lover. 
And thus unſeen, like wicked kaave, 
Away he tript it to the cave, 


„ and kiſs, and play the devil, 


Where Vulcan, with his one ey'd dogs, 
Had made an iron net for hogs. 

Of double wite fo ſtrong they make it, - 
That neither god nor man can break it, 


f He was at breakfaſt when the god, 


Bleſt with more light his dark abode; 

Your ſervant, fir, cries honeſt Vulcan, 

Come, here's your health then in a full cana ; 

Hey, ſays Apollo; honeſt God, 

I've news to tell you, {ad and odd; 

Your wife and Mats is juſt now ſwiviog, 

See what you have got by your wiving; 

Juit now I ſaw, as l'm a ſinner, 

His braway thruſt within her ; 

Her tongue within his mouth was ſhut, 

The Lord confound her for a ſlut, 

Says limping Vulcan, ia a paſfon, 

J did not think it was the fathion, 

For gods to cuckold other gods ; 

Wou'd I had had him by the c—ds ; 

For ſerving me this ſcurvy trick, 

Wou'd I had had him by the 

Now prithee, tell me, friend m 

In this affair what courſe to follow; 

I'd be reveng'd, knew I what way: 

I'll tell thee, quoth the god of day, 

There is a net, you Vulcan made it, 

Take it, and o'er the lovers ſpread it, 

And when you have them very ſure, 

Go tell the gods, your wife's a whore. 
C2 
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Valcan follows his advice, 

Away he trips it in a trice. 
Sy to the bow'r he ſoftly cree pt, 
Where the now wearied lovers ſlept; 
Ard ſaw and girn'd, but nothing ſaid, 
But threw the net around the bed; 
Then tuns to where the pods were met, 
And told them he had made a net 
Of wondrous ſkill, and hop'd they'd ſee it; 
The curious gods reply'd, So be it: 
We'll all go ſee this brave machine, 
Now tell us where 'tis to be ſeen: 
Quoth he, !tis in Venus' bow'r 
Away each god and goddeſs ſcour, 
So in an initant they were-there, 
Judge ye how much ſurpriz'd they were, 
To ſee the net o'er Venus ſpread, 
And Mais aboon her in the bed. 
The goddeſſs who thither came, 
Bluſh'd and hid their eyes for ſhame ;- 
The gods of temper far more free, 
And not oblig'd to modeſty, 
Burſt out a laughing at the jeſt, 
Gods zooks, ſays Mars, am I a beaſt, 
'That ye have pur mie in this pond, 
For feeding on another's ground? 
I find I'm falt, were I but free, ) 
I'd teach that limping deity 5 
To put no more his tricks on me. 
The gods ſtill laugh'd, and Mars did roar. 
The more he curs'd, they laugh'd the more, 

Jove filence call'd, the gods obey'd; 4 
Thus to the cuckold god he ſaid, N 
Vulcan, thou art the greateſt aſs, f 
That ever for a god did paſs; 

As little ſenſe thou haſt as beauty, 

Elſe better thou hadſt known thy duty, 
Than to diſturb thy ſpouſe's paſtime, 

Since tis a twelye month ſince the laſt time, 
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Thy naſty was in her belly, 

Ye gods, take notice what I tell ye; 

He that would lead an eaſy life, 

Muſt very often kiſs his wife, 

Eiſe ten to one but ſhe adorns, 

His godſhip's head with luſty horos, 

As has been done to Vulcan here, 

Who fails to —— but once a year ; 

And what is worſe in this contriver, 

He's angry if another ſwive her; 

Judge ye, if Venus be to blame: 

Juno, good faith, had done the ſame; 

Had I not with a mighty t—ce, | 

Better d her ſiery a ſe. 

Therefore, 1 order and decree, 

Vulcan to ſet the lovers free; 

And here I charge him on his life, 

If e'er he catch again his wife, 

Swiving with either god or man, 

To take it as kindly as he can, 

And uſe no more his iron nets, 

By which his godſhip nothing gets, 

But to be cuckold on record, 

And ſo by gods and men abhor'd- 
Thus ſaid, th' impriſon'd pair were freed, 

And all but Vulcan ſatisfy d. 


On the 28th May, G. 1. 


T Cana once heaven's Lord was pleas'd, 
Amongſt blyth bridal folks to dine, 

And then, to crown that happy feaſt, 

Tarn'd jars of water into wine. 
But when for joy of B-—k's birth, 

Our tribunes mounted the theatre, 
Heaven would not countenance their mirth, 

But turn'd their claret into water. 
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The PRESBYTERIAN POPE. 


a — Who prompts the ſpouſe, 
To make a jeſt of marriage vows ; 
{[/ncourapes each beauteous dame, 
To fin without the fear of ſhame ; 
AMakes all the people keeping eullier. 
To imitate the f———'5 follies, 


— The zealot 
1s of a mongrel diverſe kind, 
Cleric before and lay behind, 
1 lawleſs, linſey-wool/ey brother, 
Half of one order, half another, 
That always preys on grace or ſin, 
A ſheep without, a w_ within, 


1 kend whan ye was right well fed, 
Look'd fat and fair. 
At which my heart was unco glad, 

But now tis ſair. 
1 dow na bide to ſee you traiked, 
Wi' bachel'd ſhoon, and a ſe half naked, 
As if the very ſtreets you raked, 
Wi' ſkin ſae blae, 
The daft young lairds ſhould a be paiked, 
That lets't be ſae. 
Nae body hears us; tells me, Meg, 
Wi wham ye lifted laſt your leg, 
For ilk ane kens ye manna beg, 
Though ſtocks be low; 
Now tell the truth and dinna' fleg, 
Was' t wi' a beau? 
Anes a' your cuſtomers I kend ; 
For then you made a bonoy fend, 
And wrought ſae cloſs wi? your daft end, 


Baith day and night, 


Bur. Poſth. Works. 


Kirk Treaſurer, D ATV, how goes the honeſt trade? 
Waeſucks to ſee you fac ill clad, 
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Ye ay had bodles for to ſpend, 
And that was right, 
Meg. Sin' you came on, my trade's been dead, 
How can young laſſes get their bread ? 
Ah! John, the d——'s in your greed, 
You grip at a', 
I thick my very heart will bleed, 
1']] break my ga'. 
1 canna? get ſalt to my kail, 
Though anes I tauld a bonny tale, 
For twenty ſhillings, as dock- mail, 
Each night I got, 
But now, fince trade began to fail, 
Scarce win a groat. 
For ſhould I walk to Abbay yards, 
To catch bra' officers and lairds, 
Invite them 1a to play at cards, 
And drink and crack, 
Behold a party of the guards 
Is at our back. 
Beadles will harle me by the gown, 
A warld's wonder through the town, 
Shop keepers wives cry there's a lown, 
Halloo the bawd, 
Me to correction-houſe ſend down, 
And put me mad. 
The fowk before that had your place, 
Wad pity'd me in ſic a caſe; 
They never pai me to diſgrace 
To make fic trips, 
My benniſon light on their face, 
We ran ay ſnips. 
They kend *twas me that fill'd their banks, 
And kindly ſaid, Meg, play your pranks 
wr married fowk, we'll gi' you thanks, 
Fa' cloſs to wark ; 
Ha'e, there's ſilk ſtockings to your ſhanks, 
And a new fark, 
Indeed I manna' do them wrang, 
John Couper was their aid- de cang, 


Aft 
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Aft on che ſtreets wi' me did gang, 
He kend his craft, 
That makes his purſe the day ſae ſtrang, 
And puts him datt. 
Mony kirk-treas'rer I've made rich, 
1 learn'd my art to fic a pitch, 
They ca'd me ay their ſetting- b—h ; 
Well did I fer 
Covees of lairds; ſyne, in a touch, 
: John drew his net: 
Scarcely was I thrown on the bed 
W han John pap'd in his bogle head, 
Said, gentles, there is nae remead, 
I'm very ſure; 
Guard, carry theſe folks aff wi ' ſpeed, . 
And that vile whore. 
Fy cn ye, firs, to lead ſic lives, 
Ye that have dainty bairns and wives, 
*T were an alms-deed to cut wi' knives 
Your pear awa'; 
*Tis fowk like you that never thrives, 
Fy on you a'. 
Yet, if you promiſe to turn better, 
II not affront you for the matter, 
To the kirk-treaſurer write a letter, 
Come in his will; 
Lay down the talents, or be debtor, 
By band or bill, 
X. Treaſ. Na', Meg, you're een worth goud, I vow, 
We canna want the like of you, 
Serve me that way, and ye's no rue, 
But menſe your kin, 
Slip in to company that's fqu, 
And tempt to fin, 
I'll mind you in my pray'rs, we ſhould 
Wilh well to them that do us good, 
1 hope by you to get my food, 
I need not fear't; . 
My bird, ha'e there's a bra' new hood. 
Well may you wear't. 


Sho 
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Meg, you that make a trade of ſinning, 
Shou'd ay be cleanly in your linen, 
And trip as trig as ony kinnin; 
| Why ſhould ye droop ? 
Ye've got a better trade than ſpinning, 
E'en buy a hoop, 


| *Twas a raw ſinner at the game, 


(For at the firſt ye a' think ſhame) 
Contriv'd them tor to hide her wame, 
What it grew big, 
1 winna” tell the lady's name, 
She was a W --g. 
Now, ſhou'd not this keep up your heart, 
That quality do take your part, 
That they thuu'd ſtudy ev'ry art 
Pi-&is'd by you? 
Gae *bout your buſineſs, and look imait; 
Ye's find me true. 
Meg. There's ſome fowk wou'd their manhood try, 
And with a pretty young wench ly, 
For that end would a licence buy, 
And have your leave, 
And that's the-thing you'll no deny, 
As I believe. 
Maſter, be pleas'd to take a fee, 
And frae the creepie make them free, 
What profit is't ts you or me, 
To ſpoil their ſport ? a 
K. Treaf. Meg, bring them here, and we'll agree, 
There's my word for't, 
Meg. My maſter's as great as the pope, 
(Papiſt rogue, gi'e him a rope) 
He keeps a Preſbyterian ſhop, 
Pardoos to ſell, 
And he'll turn wond'rous rich 1 hope, 
| He's turn'd ſae fell. 
Popes ſhut up nuns with iron-grates, . 
And will not let them do fine feats, 
But our kind maſter, father Y----s. . 
| Dawts his aia bawds, 
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As if they were his bairns, and Jets 
Them play wi' lads. 
The nuns are burnt that play wi' fryars, . 
Or elſe there mony ane that's liars, 
But the kirk-treas'rer nevet ſpiers, 
He's nae ſac raſh, :. 
Wi' wham we ly for twenty 9 
If be get caſh, 
Inceſt, or ony other fin, 
We may commit wi' neareſt kin, 
And yet come aft wi' a hail ſkin, 
*Tis his behoof, 
Wi' fowk not to make meikle dio, 
* That crieſh his Joo. ©. 
But, if we have nae thing to ſpare, 
Then we maumrin wi' ſhonlders bare, 
Dalglieſh's tawz makes us ſae fair, 
That they flae us, 
| Thrawn carle! I'm ſure he wad na care 
For to ſlae us. 
K. Treaſ. Meg, we ſtay on but for a year, 
It in that tine we get-na gear, 
We'll e'en ſtarve when we re auid, I fear, 
HA Be buogry ſlaves; 
To ſpeak the truth, and not to jeer, 
We're e en a' kn ves. 
Meg. Maſter, the greater kn ve the better, 
The only way for to riſe greater, 
For honeſty will ſcarce hald water, 
A tale hum-drum, 
If meney's got, what d- -I's the matter 
What way it come? 
I laugh to ſee the fowk look blate, 
Wha pay and get na a receipt, 
Ye neither ſet down day nor date, 
*'Tis a bra' ſport, 
An honeſt piece of deep deceit ;- 
Fair fa” you for't. 
X. Treaſ. Na huſſy, ſhould I grant them lines, 
And tell how much I got for fines, 


'T wad 


% 
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- +T wad gar me count with our divines, 
I'm very ſure ; 
shame ſa' the treasꝰ ter ever minds 
; To help the poor, 
Judas, wha was kirk treas'rer firit, 
For cheating of the kirk, was curſt, 
He haog'd himſelf, and ſyne he burſt, 
8 For ane poor faut, 
Had he in a' our tricks been nurs'd, 
14 He'd ne'er done that. 
Tho' we the kirk do daily plunder, 
Cheating her out of mony hunder, 
If we hang ourſelves, twill be a wonder 
As Ce'er was heard; 
We'll ne'er commit ſae foul a blunder, 
x Na, diana fear't. 
The Highland -men for cutting purſe, 
Lifting Lawland cows and horſe, | 
Sometimes, though ſeldom, take remorſe, 
And they're diſgrac'd; 
But we kirk-treas'rers that do worſe, 
Are not ſtrait-lac'd, 
Meg. Maſter, your penſionary's gane; 
Le ken your awn lafs Waterſtane, 
Wae's me the filly ſlut was ta'en, 
The beſt o' lo uns, 
Becauſe ſnhe wad na ly her lane, 
But wi' dragoons. 
E. Treaſ. Meg, Meg. ill news, that ſhe is loſt ! 
fear ſhe will gi' up the ghoſt; 
„But wha think, ye ſhall fill her poſt ? 
Gae through the town, 
Wyle well, my-jo, whate'er it coſt, 
Mo There's half a crown. 
Meg. 1 ken a chuck of cliver ſeoſe, Y 
The jade was bred wi' luckie Spence, 
And new laid too when ſhe went hence, 
That was nae fool, | "= 
Well did ſhe learn the art to fence, | 
At her ſweet ſchool, 
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My winſome dad, dae body's near us, 
Sae wha in a' the warld can hear us, 
Make acts wi' penalties to fear us, 
And keep's in awe, 
And upon ſaul and conſcience ſwear us 
: To keep them a'. 
Taylors and webſters ne'er were leel, 
Yet for the good of common weal, 
To gi'e his due een to the de'il, 
They've ſeal o' cauſe, 
And deacon too, to gar them feel 
The weight of laws. 
At Rotterdam the hogan pow'rs, 
(And that's a whiggiſh town like ours) 
The Jlowns in public ſtews ſecures ; 
The Dutch are wiſe, 
And put placards upon the doors | 
To tell their price, 
The auldeſt trade that's in the nation, 
Amailt as auld as the creation, 
Shou'd be made an incorporation, 
I'm no in joke, 
That we may trade wi' reputation, 
Like burger fowk. 
K. Treaſ. It may be done, Meg, ſay nae mair, 
I'm deacon, and 'I take the chair, 
For clerk we'll ha'e the wyle of ware, 
| Auld L—2 5 
Rob. Ferbes ſhall be officer, 
| As good's in town, 
Meg. Then let us think upon a way, 
Or elſe fair trade will ſoon decay, 
To gar the Glaſgow women ſtay 
: Without our port; 
They come ſae thick in every day, 
They ſpoil our ſport. 
Hame at their awn town let them bide, 
D---1 nor they were a' drown'd in Clyde; 
A man can purchaſe their backſide, 
For poor twa groats, 
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And drink of that wi' chem beſide, 
a Aught ſhillin' Scots, 
Wi' bibles and pſalm books they cant, 
As ilk ane of them were ſaint, 
} Wr holy keckle, pegh and pant, 
: And greet and grain, 
That ev'ry godly bow-head plant, 
Gaes now to them. 
= Repeating lectures, ſermons. graces, 
Telling ſaui-cxerciſe and caſzs, ; 
And making ſic Waſt- country faces, 
| That [ fair fear, 

T hat we may a reſign our places, 

if they thtan here, 
K. Treaſ Ve 1eſcyre- wrang, Meg; tor wi' their greeting, 
* And notes of Mr Hark's repeating, 
” And mony ſcriptute texts ay citing, 
l ina ſinging plalms: 
Neighbours think 'tis a holy meeting 
"x Ot G d's ain lambs. 
Vour tory lowns ate wwrſt to gu de, 
They cannot their ain ſecret hide; 
© Whane'er they lay their legs aſide, 
Y Or drink to James, 
They blaze what's done baith far and wide, FE > 
And tell fowks names. I 
* If ye IEF paukily ſucceed, * 
” Prove a rank hypacrite indeed, : 
f Subſcribe to the kirk treas'rer's creed, 

And ye'll win caſh, 
Let honeſty ne'er faſh your head, 

' Tis tory traſh. 


The K1RK-TREASURER's Creed. 


I do believe 'tis in my pow'r, 
T' indulge and tolerate a whore, 
For liberty of conſcience ſure, 
The kirk can gi'e: 
K 
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And by my office I procure 
That right to me. 
Now, Meg, you ſee that I'm high-prief, 
And the Pope's power is a dull jeſt, 
Whan ſinners have my loof well criefht, 
Wi' a good fee, 
I'll let them fin, they make me feaſt, 
And baith agree. 


The CAM ERONIAN TooTH. 


Apiſts, ye' re fairly foil'd, think ſhame and bluſh, 


Your various relics are not with a ruſh : 
What's Mary's milk, St. Peter's rotten bones, 
When in proceſſion born by human drones ? 
What wonders can they do? confeſs the truth ; 
They're nothing to a Cameronian tooth, 

Which a grave holy ſighing ſiſter wears, 
That in the grave lay five and fifty years; 

And that was Mrs. Mary Crighton, 

A Cameronian pious right one. 
Imboſs'd.in gold it dangled at her heart, 
Corroborating lungs, and ſtrength'ning every part. 
When tooth-ach does affect the tender jaws, 
It heals all pains, and takes away the cauſe, 
Grand miracle! who can believe tis true, 
'That rotten teeth ſhould cure the teeth that's new ? 
Fits of the mother it cures, and vapours too, 
This wonder-working tooth all things can do. 
Prevents abortion when ty'd on the knee, 


They wear that tooth where ſtanding t—ce ſhould be. 


She ſhew'd to me a box wherein lay hid, 

The pictures of Cargil and Mr Kid; 

A ſplinter of the tree on which they're ſlain; 

A double inch of Major Weir's beſt cane; 
Rathillet's ſword beat down to table- knife, 
Which took at Magus-muir a biſhop's life; 
The worthy Welch's ſpectacles, who ſaw. 
That windle-ſtraws would fight againſt the law; 
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| The windle-ſtraws were ſtouteſt of the two, 

* They ſtood their ground, away tie prophet flew, 
And liſts of all the prophets names were ſeen, 

At Pentland-hills, Ard-moſs, and Rullen-green. 

* Don't think, ſhe ſays, theſe holy things are fopery, 
They're precious antidotes againſt the power of Popery. 


RoMk's LEGACY to the Kirk of 
SCOTLAND; A Satyr on the STooL 
Of RRPENTAN CE. 


Riſum teneatis amici. 

\ HEN Pop'ry was pull'd down in days of yore, 

| Haſtily baniſh'd from our Albion ſhore ; 
The ſubtle Jeluits contriv'd a way 
The Proteſtant religion to betray. 
Some things they left behind to prove their claim, 
And the reformers title to be lame. 
They gave the ſurplice ts the Engliſh prelates, 
And their repenting-ſtools to Sccttiſh zealots, 
Io theſe love-tokens beth ſuch pleaſure take, 
As if they hugg'd them for the giver's ſake. 
The firſt my muſe may ſatirize ere long; 
The laſt ſhall be the ſubje& of this ſoog. . 
Hail ancient relic of the Roman See ! 
Now vampt by a reforming Pre ſbyt'ty. 
Oid, as the papal- chair, thy days began, 
When prieit-craft lorded o'er the rights of man; 
And men of royal blood did meanly go 
To Antichriſt at Rome, and kiſs'd his toe. 
When the blind laity mumbled o'er their beads. 
Ave Marias ſang and Latin creeds ; (heads, 
Trick'd by deſigning prieſts, and monks with ſhaven 
Penance was broach'd : by pious frauds betray'd, 
The laity ſwallow'd all that prieſt-craft ſaid. 
Religion ſunk with tales, there did ſucceed, 
A wafer worſhip, and a God of bread. 
So artfully the prieſts led th' eaſy fools, 
That, cloath'd in ſackcloth on repentiog-flools, 
| K 2 They 
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They thought their mortal fins were all forgiv'n, 
And this the meritorious way to heav'n. 
By the ſame prieſt craft we are chain'd ſecure, 


The wick prevails, our ſcandal and our ſhame, 
With ſuch effects as I'm aftaid to name. 

How dare prieſts of this Romiſh idol boaſt, 
Which hath ſuch blood and ſuch damnation coſt ? 
If we conſult our records, there we'll fee, - 

T has made a hundred on a gibbet die. 

That curſed engine of the Roman power 
Which doth our lives and very ſouls deyour ! 
If fair Servilia's virtue make a flip, 

By Rufus tempted to the youthful trip ; 

Soon as her pregnant womb begias to riſe, 
The quick'ning tomb where all her ſorrow lies, 
On every wall ſhe reads that doleful ſentence, 
The place where fornicators make repentance. 
Fearful ſhe falls into Belſh-zzar's fit, 

When Mene Jetel on the wall was writ, 
Uatouch'd with deep remorſe, ſhe doth not mourn 
And to a clement Saviour return; 

No, no, ſhe doth not think on heay'n or hell ; 
On the repenting ſtool her thoughts do dwell : 
The terrors of that awful ſeat prevails, 

And oh! ſhelittens to the devil's tales. 

Satan ſuggeſts, for he's a cunning foe, 

And will ye to your ſhame and ruin go; 

Mount up a cock (too! to be gaz'd upon, 

In face of all the pariſh, and the ſun ; 

Diſgrace your friends, and get the name of whore, 
And bear the ſcandel to your dying hour? 

A baſtard's ſlave, and a deſpiſed wretch, 

You'll live, and never need expect a match: 
Think on a way to keep the name of maid ; 
And thus the poor uathinkiog girl's betray'd. 
The hen-wife and old nurſe, her fatal friends, 
Contrive, and ſoon find out the murd'ring means; 
And ſhe goes on, while Satan holds the reins, 
Vatil ſhe gets a halter for her pains ; 


Though we've renounc'd th' uſurping papal pow'r; 
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For that's the puniſhment of wicked fools ; 
And the reſult of our repenting (tools. 
My muſe record, and don't ptieſt's odium fear, 
How once they ſerv'd a noble cavalier : | 
Becauſe that he tranſgreſs'd the ſeveoth command, 
They dragg'd him to the (tool, there made him ſtand, 
| Cloathed in ſackcloath, that diſgraceful weed, 
And a ſpiritual barber ſhav'd his head. 
With paſſion mad, thus to be made a jeſt, 
Hie drew a knife and ſheath'd it in his breaſt, 
And, dying, left his blood upon the prielt. 
Tell me, ye prieſts, why doth there never ſtand 
Upon your ſtools the nobles of the land ? 
Is it Jike cob-webs, which ſmall flies do catch, 5 


But cannot hold the great ones and the rich! 
Oh! this is partial in the highelt pitch. 
The pious trickſters in the days of old, 
Grown rich with royal ſpoils, turn'd fierce and bold, 
Compell'd our nobles who did aid their king, 
(For loyalty with them's a dangerous thing) 
T' abjure the Stewarts title to the crown, 
And kirk-men's livery wear, a ſackcloth gown ; 
Mount up the ſtool to be expos'd to mock, 
And bow before Meſs John's all conqu'ring cloak, 
There hear loud thunders from the pulpit crack, 
And wear an antic fool's-coat on their back. 
At Scoon, where kings commenc'd their regal toil, 
Their ſacred fillets wet with Aaron's oil; 
Where they the royal purple robes put on, 
And in the marble chair receiv'd a crown ; 
Did royel Charles, the bleſſed martyr's heir, 
In Preibyterian pageantry appear. | 
On the repenting ſtool the hero ſtood, | 
A ſpeQacle to the admiring crowd; | 0 
And to the cruel cloak the ſceptre bow'd. 
This ſaucy cloak upbraids the Stewarts race ; 
And ſpits its venom in the ſovereign's face. 
Fanatic fctters held the god-like man, 
Thus the prophane, pedantic ſpeech began: 
K 3 | « Sir, 
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Sir, openly your ſins muſt be confeſt, 
Teil von're an hawk of an unkaony neſt: 
Your father's bow'd their knees to Dan and Baal, 
And were a plague unto our Iſrael, 
*+ Lifting their hands againſt the Lord of hofts, 
And put the prideful prelates in their poſts. 
Are ye fincerely ſorry for your fin, 
* And ail the erters of your Chriltleſs kin? 
Will ye the cov'nant's int're{t now betroth, 
And take it for your coronation oath ! 
** With all your power idolatry withſtand, 
Support the reformation work in hand; 
% And diſappoint your godly peoples feats? 
Or elſe you'll find your crown, a crown of briets.“ 
Ye ſuperititicvs, bow not to the eaſt, 
Nor, when the ſermon's done, ſalute the prieſt, 
With awful rev'rence give a lowly bow, 
To this exaited ſtool, the royal pew. 
Pay homage to it as a regal chair, 
Sioce ſov'reign ma jeſty did once ſtand there. 
My muſe relate the eloquence of Cant, 
A chief apoſtle, and the northern ſaint; 
How he rebuk'd one of our aotient peers, 
An aged ſinner ſunk with weight of years; 
* What look you like, old rotten fnner, ſay? 
* At eighty years you whore, and cannot pray. 
The peer reply'd in language very meek, 
Saint Andrew, I am really like a leek; 
White is my head, and very preen my tail, 
* I'm made of fleſh, and fleſh you know is frail.” 
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Who've much of fear and very little brain, 

Blyth folk would wiſh that Cools would ſtill remain, 

*Tis ſuch diverſion when the men ſtand there, 

As Fabius tells the tale with pleaſant air; 
Bare- headed beadles uſhe# to the ſeat, 

I walk in pomp like miniſter of ſtate 

When I the ſolemn ſ«ckcloth weed do wear, 

And gravely mount the penetential chair, 


Were't got for what poor ignorants ſuſtain, - 0 4 
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My gown arre(ls the eyes of all the flock, 
Who mocks the preacher threſhing in his cloak; 
I There I in triumph fit *bove every Whig, 
Ad juſt my cravat and my campaiga-wig ; 
spread wide the badge of fin to ſhow my cloaths, 
Ad with a napkio bruſh my ſilken hoſe ; 

! Young laſſes whiſpering, laughing like young apes, 

1 Say, He's a hopeful ſinner, ſee his ſhapes ; 

But their mammas, who gave me ſecret kiſſes, 

1 Tremble, leſt I ſhould tell Meſs John my miſles ; 

* Proclaim in noon-day what I've done in dark, 

And point at all the cuckolds in the kirk, 

A matron midwife, rocking on her knee 

2 A new-born child, looks up and ſmiles on me; 
Methinks [| hear the ſuperanuate jade, 

Say, Bleſſings on the man keeps up the trade: 
Fy on them ! makes him climb that rotten chair, 
2 *Twere fitter far to ſend our fumblers there. 

A ſcene of objeQs opens to my view, . 
Conceal'd from theſe lock'd in a lower pew; 
Sometimes I on the window caſt mine eye, 

And ſee a ſubtile ſpider pinch a fly, 
The feeble warriors combat in the field, 
Tul the poor captive fly is forc'd to yield, 
And the proud victor trails her to his den, 
With as much triumph as prevails *mong men, 
ben turning to the pillars, there I read 

The honours on th' eſcutcheons of the dead; 

Tall heroes who in battle made a figure, 

And nac'd the ſteps of Preſbyterian rigour : 

2 Theſe tatter'd enſigus do their valour prove; 
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But I'm the living monument of love. 
Wearied with eaſe, my meditation falls, 
On texts of ſcripture, paſted on the walls: 
Devoutly 1 peruſe our Saviour's prayer, 
Full of amazement that I ſee it there; 
The pious criminal maintains its place, 
Altho' expell'd the houſe with deep diſgrace : N 
I read the ten commands ; but one ſhort line, 
'7 3 Makes me ſoon wiſh they were reduc'd to niue; ME” 
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That line makes me ſtand here, and now Meſs John) 
Kaits his ſtern brow, and with a canting tone, 
Acquaints me that my trial's coming on': 

A tryal which doth the juſticiary mock, 

The jadge wrapt up in a Geneva cloak. 

The ſcarlet chequer'd with the ermine, ſhew, 

That as they've juſtice, ſo they've mercy too: 

But O! I tremble, and I ſcratch my lug, 

To be impeach'd before a louſe-bare rug. 

Round a long table, near the pulpit foot, 

Do fifteen elders of the inqueſt fit; | 

To ſhow that they the proceſs underſtand, 

Each hath a corpus juris in his hand, 

With ſilver claſps, and fine Geneva notes, 

Which they demurely mumble thro? their throats ; 
A clumſy fiſcal in the deſk doth ſtand, 

Holding a ſhort indictment in his hand; | 
The juſtice general in the holy chair, FX 
Takes it, and reads it, with phanatic air, 

Making along diſcourſe, balf preaching and half pray'r, 
Repeats my youthful feats in Venus's war, 
For which I'm made a pannel at his bar. 

I riſe, make legs, and bow to all the court, 
Some burſt with laughter at the pleaſant ſport ; 


I pull my napkin out and wipe my cheeks, * 
As if 1 wept at every word he ſpeaks; 1 
I wiring my fingers, and diſtort my face, * 
Which he concludes are certain marks of grace. * 
Confeſhon made, then doth the judge begin, 1 
T' abſolve and purge me from my deadly in; * 
Diſmiſs'd with joy, and reeling down the air, | * 
J ruſh to the embraces of my fair. * 
A roll of fins hath got the clergy's ſcore, * 
A good encouragement to fin the more ; A. 
So honeſt debtors, when their bills are paid, 1 
For to contract a- new are not afraid, 1 
Nor dare I ſay that our diviſion's leſs, A 


When on the ſtool appears the buxom Beſs, 
For anti- nuptial dalliance with her ſpouſe, 8 
Altho' twas ratified with marriage vows; ; 

And 
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Sand all the crime ſhe did, was for to eat, 

Before Meſs John had conſecrate the meat, 

Both her clean tartan plaid, and gown of gray, 5 

Do native innocence and charms diſplay: 

Before her face the gilded bible lay; 

Well may ſhe on the ſacted pages look, 

There's no indictment *painſt her in that book, 
Now, when Meſs John has wreſtl'd out the glaſs, 

He leers about and blinks on bonny Beſs : | 
Commands her for to lay her plaid aſide, | 
Which from the wanton lads her charms do hide; 
Phe gathers up her limbs, bows with her tail, 
hich he muſt pelt with a ſpiritual flail, 

e tugs his cloak, and then begins the wark, 
0) Beſſy, Beſſy, you have a black mark. | 
An arch wag ſays, * Meſs John, that's 'gainſt the law, 
% To ſay the thing is black you never ſaw.” 
Beſs bluſhes, and ſhe knows not what to ſay, 
All eyes are on her tenement of clay. 
The old wives mutter, ſure Meſs John is dreaming, 
hy ſhould not Beſs be like to other women. 
But Pettigrew goes on to reprimand, 
Whilſt all the people on their tiptoes ſtand ; 
Was't not the devil did your heart betray, 
Or elſe you'd keep tbe feaſt till the feaſt day. 
Lou know the ſillieſt herd lifts off bis bonnet, 
2** Before he takes his cog, and ſays a ſonnet; 
But you thiew up your gammonds in the bed, 
„ Before the grace, and loſt your maiden: head. 
„ Befly, an unco haſte you have been in, 
That could not wait till I my gloves did win 
2©< I'm ſure, 'twas very far from being civil, 
To get your eldeſt bairn before the devil.“ 

And thus Meſs John goes on to act his play, 

Till all the people laugh, and run away. 

Thanks to the kirk who thus ſupports her pow'r, 

After the model of the Romiſh whore. 
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BURNBANK and Faicunsy's Indictment, 


ANNELS, you are indicted as raſcals, 
By us women and procurator- fiſcals. 


W hereas by laws divine and human, 


Which bind the monarch and the plowman, 


We women, daughters of old Eve, 

A ſeal of cauſe and priv'lege have, 
Whereby the men are bound to. pleaſe - 
Our ſex, and ſerve us on their knees; 
For which by nature they're provided, 


With gifts that ſhould be rightly guided. 


That perſon's look'd upon as no man, 
Who has no talents for a woman: 

We ne'er beſtow a wiſh upon him, 
Unleſs it be to piſs upon him. 

*Tis true indeed, by our confe ſſion, 
The gifts are in their own poſſeſſion; 
But we ſuperiors claim our right, 

The vaſſal's homage ev'ry night; 
Love's tribute they to us muſt give, 

Or elſe rhey need not-think to live : 
And he who wrongs our kiitie three, 
Touches the apple of our eye. 

F.v'n kings acknowledge our dominion, 
And lawyers, they are of opinion, 

We have a large and ample charter, 
Who breaks it, does deſerve a halter. 
Yet notwithſtanding, this December, 

( Which we with grief of heart remember) 
The villeirs, Faichney and Burnb-—s, - 
Trampled on our ancient laws; 

As free of prace, as free of boddles, 
Seiz'd on an honeſt burger's d- dl—s; 
As they the ſeal of cauſe did handle, 
They rudely burnt it with a candle; 


And like the end they'll make, we hope, 


They hang'd its relicks in a rope; 
W hich cannot but us women vex, 


A bale affront upon our ſex! 
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This beiog prov'd before a jury, 

(And theſe are facts we can aſſure ye) 
By the law of retaliation, 

Laws of this and every nation, 
They ſhould be public wonders made, 
Get Hangy's taws on ſhoulder: blade, 
Stand on the trone among the kail-wives, 
*Ston'd and rabbl'd by the hail wives, 
pos the firſt of the new- year, 

And there be nailed by the gear, 
Betwixt the hours of twelve and three; 
*Syne hang'd upon the Gallowlee : 
This is the ſum of our deſires, 

As juſtice and the law requires. 


INTERLOCUTOR. 
THE ladies having heard complaint, 


; They find the libe] relevant, 
: T' infer the pains of death and trone, 


Ordain that the evidence depone. 


* Probation led in common form, 
And members of the inqueſt ſworn, 
2 Th' heireſs of Ballop, buxom weach, 


Bing'd low, and thus haraogu'd the bench. 


Lavy BALLOP's Syzecn to the Juxx, 
REV'REND matrons of aſſize, 


Hear the maids and widows cries : 
All who know a married life, 


All who hope to be a wife, 


Every female, whig and tory, 
2 Ev'ry one who hears the ſtory, 
From Dumfries to Aberdeen, 


: 
& 


: 


All 'twixt ſixty and ſixteen, 

Cry 2 juſtice on the fellows, 
Send them to the tione and pallows, 
Who-duiſt the poor Priapus touch, 
Bura him as if he'd been a witch: 
Priapus, king of ſenny- land, 

No more will in his iſland ſtand; 
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He who in's life had ups and downs, 
Lies murder'd now by helliſh clowns ; 
| Wherefore cauſe execute the law, 
| And find he's murder'd by theſe twa. 
Her ſpeech being done, th' aſſize did cloſe, 
| And thus reported whea they roſe. 


VERDICT of the Ixquesr, 
WE the lrqueſt do report, 

Unto the honourable court, 
| The facts are proven very clearly, 
| Therefore puniſh them ſeverely : 
This we ſign with hearts tight canty, 
| Nemine contradicente. 
| Sic ſubſcribitur, 
1 L. Cart navel fore - woman, Coſmelia Wedlock, 
Penelope Sweet- lips, Iſabella Hope, 
| Afta Behn, Roſamonda Spinſter, 
Nell Guyn, Rachael Midnight, 
Dorothea Lovely - Zelinda Smiles, * 
Suſanna Bonny-face, Mary Rich, 4 
Eleonora Kiſſ well, Magdalen Tell-trath, 
Rebecca No oun, | 4 


iy, | 


SENTENCE of the Covkrrt. 
THE ladies of juſticiary court, 
Having conſider'd this report, 
Condemn the pannels to the trone, 
To ſtand 'twixt twelve o' clock and one, 
On firſt of January next, 
And have their ls to cock ſtool fixt. 
Then carried to the Gallowlee, 
And hang'd and hung in chaios by three, 
As monuments for time to come ; 
And this we do pronounce for doom. 
Sic ſubſcribitur, 
Kath. Knight. J. G. Celia Juſtice, 
Diana Love, J C. Marian Fleſhly, | 
Elizabeth Fair {:rvice, Sarah Sinner. 8 | 
Roſina Maidenhead, 0 
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FAICHNEY's Seggch on the Ladder. 
ALL ye good people of this city, 
Os poor Faichney have ſome pity ; 
have got many a lucky throw, _ 
Hut the laſt brings me dole and woe; 
Had my judges been young lairds, 

F 1 could nobly play'd my cards; 

But the women, cruel b 8, 
Appointed ſoundly for to ſwitch us. 
Had they ordain'd us, for our vice, 
And life, but to have thrown the dice, 
Such good luck's been always mine, 

. I'd have nicked Bankie fine; 

But they've caus'd the knave of ſpades, 
2 Hangie, p#k our ſhoulder-blades, 
Faith, I thiok, I'm e'en ſair wrang'd, 
2 Firſt I'm ſcourg'd, and then I'm hang'd: 
O pray for a poor gameſter's ſaul, 
That loſt his ſt.ke, and loſt his all. 


BURN BANE's Farewel. 
4 HE ark, when cramm'd with unclean beaſts, was noi. 
4 Half ſo polluted as that litile boat; 


It bears Burabank, whoſe boſom bears all hell, 
Ten troops of devils in his heart do dwell, 
The ſhip he goes in never needs careen, 

* Sihce all the ocean will not waſh her clean; 

So heavy load, we fear, ſhe will nor ſwim; 

A thouſand tun of curſes go with him. 

Son of perdition ! curſed may he be, 

And, ke the Gad'ren hogs, be drown'd at ſea. 
Good heay'n preſerve the cargo and the crew, 
And death and hell have pow'r of none but you. 
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The Seaman & Carpenter's honours. 


Qua regio in terris naſtri non plena laboris. Vik. \ 
Nihip board wen: the church at heaven's command, 
Whew floods of wrath did figk che ſinful land: 
L | Noah 
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Noah fail'd ſafely o'er the liquid graves, 
He ſteer d the helm, and God the wind and waves; 
*T was the ſirſt ſhip that on the. waters flew, 
All in it ſaints, both ſkipper and the crew, 
The holy carpenter was chaplain there, 
Sails, ballaſt, anchor, and the trade- wind pray'r, 
Within the whale a-praying Jonah lay, 
i No polar (tar nor compaſs points the way : 
Faith was the rigging, he ſecurely rode; 
For faith and pray'r inſures a ſhip with God, 
When God was ſupercargo, happy lot ! 
A lady's needle built a bulruſh boat; 
There Moſes ſafely could have voyag'd far, 
In ſpite of (forms, or ſtouteſt men of war; 
While wicked Pharaoh, in his guarded houſe, 
Is frighted for a frog, and ſhrinks to ſee a louſe. 
| The great apoſtle Paul, how oft was he 
i Fetter'd on land, but ſafe upon the ſea ? 
| Romans and Jews on heaven's herald trode, 
1 Seamen careſs'd the mighty man of God; 
it Thro' diſtant climes he conquer'd over fin, 
From every port he brought the Gentiles in, 
| At land vile men ſpit on Guriſt's ſacred face, 
if Seamen confeſs'd his power, and begg'd his grace; 
i} Hot was their love, and pure as ambient air, 
No Judas, Pilate, nor a Herod there. 
Into a ſhip our high prieſt did repair, 
Salvation and a Chiiſt was cargo there, 
The ſcaly region her Creator bore, 
| Wafting his bleſſed evangel to the ſhore, 
| To him came Peter walking on his foot, 
| For who can drown when faith's the paſſage-boat ? 5 
1 *Tis true it ſprung a leak, but quickly he 
[| 
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Was ſav'd by the high admiral of the ſea, 

To honour trade, and give the ſeaman fame, | 5 
iy The Son of God a carpenter became, 5 5 
ix How wouid his veſſels make the ſeamen glad ? f 
Well might they fail eternal wiſdom made. 
Seamen were the beſt followers Jeſus got, 


The goſpel church came from the fiſhing boat; 


2 
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On fiſhing ſouls to Chriſt their hearts were ſet, 
And millions caught within the goſpel-net, 
How did a coinleſs Chriſt his taxes pay, 
God of the globe, and potter of the clay; 
His fat could have made all Ophir come, 
And Peru vomit up her golden womb : 
He calls a finny-burgher to the land, 
he joyful trout pour'd tribute in his hand. 
O, anchor of our hope! us ſafely keep, 
Who view thy works of wonder in the deep; 
2 There is thy pow'r diſplay'd, and there may we 
Hy images pay worſhip unto thee. 
3 Once thou (lept there, a naked plank thy pillow, 
When hurricanes did battle ev'ry billow ; 
Pale through a pannic fear thy people grew, 
A ſleeping Saviour, and a linking crew : 
But lo! the Lord of life awak'd, and he 
$ Bury'd'the winds, and bridi'd up the ſea, 
Thy word could make cold earth burn up the ſiey, 
Quench alk hell's flames, and drick the ocean dry: 
Far from the land no object can we have, 
2 But heav'n above, beneath a wat'ry grave. 
O bleſſed Jeſus ! they who look to thee, 0 


e A OI 


* 


ON - R n ka x * 4 a * ** 
2 28 * * %% * 6 > 3 yu 3 1 * of 4 LA K ny £ N 4 * U. : 
. Fat TS p . n n TY 


2 


— 


Can find thee at the bottom of the ſæa, 

And hoiſt their ſails to round eternity. 

Stay thou our hearts, when we're with tempeſt driv'n 
And pilot us into the port of heay'n. 


The STABLERS HONOURS. 
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HERE went the virgin - mother of our Gob, 
When nine months pregnant with the heav'nly 
T'o ſtabler's houſe, the divine dame took flight, (load? 
His houſe held more than half of heaven that night. 
A ſtable ſerv'd him ſor imperial rooms, 
Whilſt dazzling crowds of angels were his grooms, 
n RS The 
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The ſtabler's fame did quickly fly abroad, 
Since in his manger lay a cradl'd God. 
Hither did kings and clergymen reſort, 
To ſee the humble grandeur of the court. 

Can herald's. office greater honour ſhew, 
Than what the King of kipgs beſtow'd on you, 


The GARDENERS HoxOURS. 


New- born world the Gard'ners taſk. began, 
Fair art co eval with the firſt made man ! 
Adam's intendant of the bliſsful bow'rs, 


Tbe eyzr-greens, and ſweet ambroſial flow'rs :. 


God breath'd a beauty on its banks, and he 
Jaſtitute there the ſacramental tree: 

There God and man the fed'ral pation made; 
For the firſt temple was a ſilent ſhade, 


Sin ſow'd the weeds which blaſted Eden's bloom, 


The pois'nous plants uſurp the roſes room; 
God's wat'ring pans, the clouds, this garden loſt, 
*Tis funk in fea, and ſea without a coaſt. 

Trees lift their heads again, and floods aſſwage, 
Fhe peace ful dove flies with the gard'ner's badge, 
An olive ſprig. Noah a vineyard made, 

And plants and prunes, and conſecrates the ſpade, 
A gard'ner got th' old world and the new, 

Ere teeming nature felt the lab'ring plow. 

Such matchleſs honour's to the gard'ners giv'n, 
Chriſt's from his loins, and all the ſaints in heaven; 
The wiſeſt king that ever liv'd on earth, 

Was botaniſt; a gard'ner from his birth: 

Of all productions his learn'd herbal ſpoke, 
From dwatfiſh hyſſop, to the giant oak. 

The eaſtern ſages, when they heard the news. 
Of Bethl'em's babe, born monarch of the Jews, 
Directed by a ſtar, they reach'd his ſeat, 

And offer'd herbage kneeling at his feet. 
They brought no books with laws or logic ſtor'd, 
Preſent a little garden to our Lord, 
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Myrrh and frankincenſe ; theſe the ſenſes ſeaſt, 
With all the ſpicy odours of the eaſt, 

* Twas to a garden Jeſus went to pray, 
In diops of blood a ſweating Saviour lay ; 
$0 pounded plants diffuſe their rich perfumes, 
And wounded trees ſweat aromatic gums, 
To wean us from the world's milkleſs breaſt, 
And prove its pride and pageantry all jeſt ; 
Chrilt bids us to a blow of flowers repair, 
And view the lilies in their vernal air; 
Their raiment never can wear out of mode, 
Still ſmiling in the livery of a God : 
Inſulting kings of clay with crowned heads, 
The weavers vaſſals wrapt in greaſy threads. 

A dying Jeſus at his lateſt hour, 

Painted his ſuff 'rings on the paſſion- flower. 

Kings ſick of painful pomp, and regal ſtrife, 
Threw down their ſcepters for the pruning knife; 
Parties at court from an inteſtine war, 

Killing in camps, and wranglings at the bar. 

The merchant ſmuggles, and the tradeſman lies; 
Palpits are cruſh'd with weight of hereſies; 

Of love and concord gard'ners are poſſeſt, 
They're ſolar plants within the gard'ner's breaſt. 
The holy hermit ſafely ſhelters there, 

And vocal makes the cyprus-grove with pray'r, 
And holy virgins, to a God teſign'd, 

In prayer and plants immortal pleaſures find ; 

In rich embroideries, copy o'er the flowers, 

And make their needles praiſe the divine powers. 
Paret of vig'rous age, and grave of care, 

Sweet ſolitude and ſacred ſilence there, 

Nurſe to devotion ; therefore every day, : 
The gard'ner, who hath grace, will humbly pray, 
O tree of life, O plant of high renown, 

** On gard'ners pour thy heav'oly influence down, 
* Bliſs thou our ſeeds, our ſeaſons, and our ſoil, 
„We'll praiſe thee by our philoſophic toil,” 
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OW lend your lugs, ye benders fipe, 
Wha ken the benefit of wine ; 

And you wha Jaughing ſcud brown ale, 

Leave jinks a wee, and hear a tale, 

An honeſt miller won'd in Fife, 

That had a young and wanton wife, 

Who ſometimes thol'd the pariſh prieſt 

To make her man a twa borned beaſt : 

He paid right mony viſits till her; 

And to keep in wi' Hab the miller, 

Endeavour'd aft to make him happy, 

Where-e'er he kend the ale was nappy ;: 

Sic cond eſcenſion in & paſtor, 

Knit Halbert's love to him the faſter; 

And by bis converſe, troth, tis true, 

Hab learn'd to preach when he was fox. 

Thus all the three were wonder pleas'd, 

The wife well ſerv'd, the man well eas'd.. 

This grund his corns, ard that did cheriſh 

Himſelf with dining round the pariſh. 

Beſs, the good wife, thought it nae ſkaitbh, 

Since ſhe was able to ſerve baith, 

Wheg equal is the night and day, 

And Ceres gives the ſchools the play; 

A youth ſprung from a gentle pater, 

Bred at St. Andrew's alma mater, 

Ae day. gaun hameward, it fell late, 

And him bepighted by the gate: 

To lie without, pit-mirk did ſhore him, 

He cou'd na ſee his thumb before him: 


- 


Whilk led him by the lugs theretill; 

To take the thread of tale alang, 

This mill to Halbert did belang ; 

Not leſs this note your notice claims, 
The ſcholar's name was maſter James, 
Now, ſmiling muſe, the-prelude's paſt, 
smoothly relate a tale ſhall laſt, 


- 
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The MILLER Cuckolded. 


Bur clack, —clack, —clack, he heard a mill, 
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As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 
As lang as wind or water-mills, 

In entred James: Hab ſaw and kend him, 
And offer'd kindly to befriend him, 
With fic good cheer as he could make, 
Baith for his ain and maſter's ſake. | 
The ſcholar thought himſelf right ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms well bre4: 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 
As yet; but ſtep ye welt the kill 
A bow-ſhot, and ye'll find my hame ; 
Gae warm ye, and crack with our dame, 
Till I ſet aff the mill, then we 
Shall tak what Be ſſie has to gi'e. 


Tames in return, what's handſome ſail, 


O'er lang to tell; and aft he gade. 

Out of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, 
Which led him till't as with a line: 
Arriv'd, he knock'd ; for doors were ſteekit, 
Straight through a window Beily keekit, 
And cry'd, © Wha's that gies fowk a fright, 
© At fic untimeous time of night?“ 

James with good humour, maiſt diſcreetly, 
Tauld her his circumſtance compleatly, 
] dinna ken ye, quoth the wife, 

„And up and down the thieves are rife 

© Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 

„ Sae I'l] unbar my door to nae man; 

© But fiace 'tis very like, my dow, 

* That a' you're telling may be true, 

Hae, there's a key, gang in your way, 
“ At the neiit door, there's bra? ait ſtrae; 
„ Streek down upon't, my lad, and learn, 
© They're no ill lodg'd that get a barn.” 
Thus after meikle clitter clatter, 

James fand he cou'd na mend the matter; 
And ſince it might na better be, 

With reſignation took the key, 

Uolock'd the barn, — clam up the mow, 
Whete was an openiog near the how, 


Thro' 
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Thro' whilk he ſaw 2 glent of light, 

That gave diverſton to his ſight ; 

By this he quickly cou'd diſcern, 

A thio wa' ſeparate houſe and barn, 

And thro' this rive was in the wa', 

All done withia the houſe he ſaw ; 

He ſaw (what ought not to be ſeen, 

And ſcarce gays credit to his e'en) 

The pariſh prieſt, of reverend fame, 

In active courtſhip with the dame. 

To lengthen out deſcription here, 

Wou'd but offend the modeſt ear, 

And beet the lewder youthfu' flame, 

That we by ſatyr ſtrive to tame, 

Suppole the wicked action o'er, 

And James continuing ſtill to glowr 

Wha ſaw the wife, as faſt as able, 

Spread a clean ſeryet on the table, 

Frae the ha' ingle ſyne bring ben 

A pyping het young roaſted hen, 

And twa good bottles, ſtout and clear, 

Ane of ſtrong ale, and ane of beer. 
But, wicked luck! juſt as the prieſt 

Shot in his fork in chucky's breaſt, 

'Th' unwelcome miller ga'e a roar, 

Cry'd, Beſſy, haſte ye, ope the door :— 

With that the haly letcher fled, 

And darn'd himſelf behind a bed; 

While Beſly huddl'd a' things by, 

That nought the cuckold might eſpy, 

Syne loot him in; — but out of tune, 

Speer'd why he left the mill ſae ſoon, 

1 come, ſaid he, as manners claims, 

To crack and wait on maſter James, 

Whilk 1 ſhould do, tho' ne'er ſo biſſy; 

I ſent him here, goodwife, where is he ? 

© Ye ſent him here!“ quoth Beſſy, grumbling ; 

„ Kend I this James? a chiel came rumbling : 

© But how was I afſur'd when daik, 


* That he had been nae thieviſh ſpark? 
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„ Or ſome rude wencher gotten a doſe, 

„% That a weak wife could ill oppoſe ?” 
And whet came o' bim? ſpeak nae langer, 
Ciries Halbert, in a highland anger. 

% 1 ſent him to the barn,” quo' ſhe, 

„% Gae quickly bring him in ' quoth he. 


James was brought in;—the wife was bawk'd; 


The prieſt ſtood cloſs; — the miller crack'd ; — ; 


Then e ſk'd his ſunken gloomy ſpouſe, 

What ſupper had ſhe in the houſe, 

That might be ſuitable to gi'e 

Ane of their lodper's. quality? 

Quoth ſhe, ** Ye may well ken, goodman; 

„ Your feaſt comes frac the pottage pan: 

© The ſtov'd and roaſted we afford, 

« Are aft preat ſtrangers on our board.“ 

Pottage, quoth Hab, ye ſenſeleſs tawpy ! 

Think ye this youth's a gilly- gawpy, 

And that his gentle flomach's maſter, 

To worry up a pint of plaiſter, 

Like our mii} knaves that lift the laiding, 

W haſe kites can ſtreek out like raw plaiding ? 

Swithe ! roaſt a hen, or fry ſome chickens, 

And ſend for ale to Maggy Pickens. 

„ Hout I, quoth ſhe, ye may well ken, 

„ *Tis ill brought but thar's nae the ben; 

When but laſt owk, nae farther gane, 

The laird got all to pay his kain,” 
Thea james wha kad as good a gueſs, 

Of what was in the houſe as Beſs, 

With pauky {mile, this plea to end, 

To pleaſe himfelf, and eaſe his friend; 

Firſt open'd with a ſlee oration, 

His wond'rous {kill in conjuration. 

Said he, “ By this fell art I'm able, 

* To whop ff any great man's table, 

What e'et I like to make a mail of, 

Either in part, or yet the hail of; 

* And if you pleaſe, I'll ſhaw my art.''—— 

Cries Halbert, “ Faith, with all my heart,” 
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Beſs ſain'd herſelf, ——cry'd, Lord, be here 
And near hand fell a-ſwoon for fear : 
James leugh, and bade her naithing dread, 
Syne to his conjuiing went with ſpeed ; 
And firſt he drew a circle round, 

Then utter'd mony-a magic ſound, 

Of words part Latin, Greek and Dutch, 
Enough to fright a very witch : | 
That done, he ſays, now, now 'tis come, 
And in the boal beſide 1 lum: 

Now ſet the board; goodwife gae ben, 
Bring frae yon boal a roaſted hen. 

She wadna gang, but Haby ventur'd, 

And ſoon as he the ambrie eoter'd, - 


It ſmell'd ſae well, he ſhort time ſought it, 
And wond'ring, tween his hands he brought it; 


Syne with a gentle touch he felt it; 

With eyes he gaz'd, with noſe he ſmelt it: 
Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, 

Leſt glamour had beguib'd his een; 

They all in an united body, 

Deciar'd it a fine fat how-towey. 

Nae mair about it, quoth the miller, 

The fowl looks well, and we'll fa? till her; 
Sae be t, ſays james: and in a doup, 

They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 
Neiſt, O cties Halbert, ++ Cou'd your (kill 
But help us to a waneht of ale, 

« I'd be oblig'd t'ye a' my life, 

6 And offer to the de il my wiſe, 

% To ſee if he'll diſcreeter make her, a 
* But that I'm fear'd he winoa take her,” 
Said James, Ye offer very fair, 


The bargain's hadden, ſay nae mair.“ 


Then thrice he ſhook a willow wand, 
With kitile words thrice gave command; 
That done, with Icok both learn'd and grave, 
Said, „ Now ye'll get what ye would have: 
Two bottles of as nappy liquor, 

As ever reain'd in horn or bicker: 
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«© Behind the ark that hads your meal, 5 
« "Ye'll find twa ſtanding corked well,” 

He ſaid, and faſt the miller flew, 

And frae their neſt the bottles drew ; 


Then firſt the ſcholars health he toaſted, 
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Whaſe art had gar'd him feed on roaſted, 
His father's neiſt; and a' the reſt 
Of his good friends that wiſh'd him beſt, 
Which were o'er langſome at the time, 

In a ſhort tale to put in rhime. 

Thus while the miller and the youth, 
Were blythly flock'niong of their drouth, 
Beſs fretting, ſcarcely held frae greeting, 
The prieſt enclos'd ſtood ve xt and ſweacing. 

*« wow! ſaid Hab, if ane might ſpeer, 


Dear maſter James, wha brought our cheer ? 


« Sic laits appear to us ſae awfu', 


„ We hardly think your learning lawfu'.“ 


To bring ycur doubts ro a concluſion, 


Says James, Kenl'm a Roſiecrucian, 


«© Ane of the ſect that never carries 
1 On traffic with black deils or fairies ; 
There's mony a ſp'rit that's nae a deil, 


That conſtantly around us wheel. 
„„ There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 


„% Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor, 

„ Frae this great man we learn'd the ſkill, 
© To bring theſe gentry to our will, 

© And they appear, when we've a mind, 


% In ony ſhape of human kind: 


* Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
* I'll gar my Pacolet appear.” 

Hab fidg'd, and leugh, his elbow clew, 
Baith fear'd and fond a ſp'rit to view; 
At laſt his courage wan the day, 
He to the ſcholar's will gave way.. 

Beſſy by this began to ſmell 
A rat; but kept her mind to'r ſell ; 
She-pray'd like howdy in her drink, 
But mean time tip'd young James a wink ; 

= James 
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James frae his eyes another ſent, 

Which mace the wife right well content; 
Then turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd, 
„ Whate'er you ſee, be nought ſurpris'd ; 
« But for your ſaul move not your tongue. 
* And ready ſtand with a great tung; 
«© Syne as the ſp'rit gangs marching aur, 
«© Be {ſure to lend him a ſound rout. 
l bidna this be way of mocking, 

cc 
Hab got a kent, ſtood by the hallan, 
And ſtreight the wild miſchievous callan, 
Cries, Radamanthus, hingo, mingo, 
Monl- horner, hippoc, jinko, jingo, 
Appear in likeneſs of a prieſt, 
Not like a deil in ſhape of beaſt, 
With gaping chafts to fear us a'; 
Wa'k forth, the door ſtands to the wa'. 

Then frae the hole where he was pent, 

The prieſt approach'd right well content, 
With ſilent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the door: 
Then, to eſcape the cudgel, ran; 
But was not miſt by the goodman, 
Wha Jent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er-the threſhold founder: 
Darkneſs ſoon hid him frae their fight ; 
Ben flew the miller in a fright. 
* I trow, quoth he, I laid well on; 
* But vow, he's like our ain Meſs John! 


ELEGY ON RoBERT FORBES. 


(ET a' ye bairns and bairded fo'k, 
Sic news wad pierce a heart of rock, 
Death's gi'en a kick ro Robin's dock, 

| Shame fa' his greed : 
He thought that death was ay in joke; 
But now he's dead. 
Ay ſin' he left the cobling trade, 
Mending the ſhoon that others made, 


For nought delyts him more than knocking.” 
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He s been a rare reforming blade, 
Cobling the church ; 
But now he's got the ſkool and fpade, 
Left in the lurch. 
Limmers and lairds he'll nae mait chaſe, 
Nae mair we'll ſee. his pauky face 
Keek thro' cloſe- heads, to catch a brace 
1 Of wapipg morts, 
Play bogle bo, a bonny chaſe, 
x About the ports. 
© la turnpike fits he darn'd himſell, 
At jowing of the ten-hour bell, 
Till he on ſome free-traders fell, 
| Pra' whoring blades; 
Fleg'd them and girn'd, look'd four and fell, 
Like knave of ſpades. 
Of traders he kept ay a liſt, 
2Z That nightly to his mill brought grilt, 
Soon he abilrated multures miſt, 
4 That wrang'd his trade : 
Wi' which he fill'd his awn meal kiſt, 
J But now be's dead. 
* Aft has he lain on caſtle-brae | 
lo moon light, till his cheeks turn'd blae, 
To ken where whores and bawds did gae, 
Haf. drunk, haf daft; 
He needed na auld wives to Ipae, 
He kend his craft. 
He threw his cloak about his gab, 
= Fidging as gin he had the ſcab; 
And every follow'd a fat dab, 
Wi” little dia; 
And when the bed began to bab, 
.Syne Rob came in. 
Said. graceleſs bairns, and are ye yoked, 
Think oa the. kirk will thus be mocked; 
Tell me, young laird, what's in your pocket, 
Red-headed lads, 
-Yoakiers like you ſhou'd be well (tocked, 
Meddles wi” bawds, 
M | Wi 
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Wi' brieks amang his feet, young laird 
Cry'd, Robin, dinna bring the guard, 
Ha'e, there's ten crowns, all can be ſpar'd 
Upon my ſau], 
In faith, I think 'tis een ill war'd 
| And 'tis my all, 
Rob harked in the young laird's lug, 
Gae to my houſe, we'll] drink a mug, 
May be 1'll let you take a rug 
Of caller quean, 
Yon ſlut ſmells like a doctor's frog, 
But mine's fou clean. 
Big as the great Mogul, when din'd, 
He walk'd, and john Dalglieſh behind, 
To his ſeraglio in Leith - wynd, 
To take review; 
The laſs that was maiſt blyth and kind, 
John kiſs'd her mou. 
Sculdudry-fowk may now ſing dool, 
And Reep their graith in a cald pool; 
Wha now will ſave them frae the ſtool 
| In time of need? 
Rob. Forbes was a ready tool, 
But now he's dead. 
Though mony ill-far'd names we ca'd him, 
His maik was ne'er ſin' days of Adam, 
Gie him the lure, whate'er ye bade him, 
He would obey; 
Ye might ha' lien with mare or madam, 
- Baith night and day, 
Wha now will our by-blows provide, 
And frae our wives adulteries-hide ? 
Rob. Forbes was a ſkillful guide, 
Ca'd them his petts ; 
Now we will hae a thrang fire fide, 
Wi' ill- got gaits. 
Sae ſoon as Robin's loof was greas d, 
What creature wad na been well pleas'd, 
To ſee how he the brats baptiz'd, 
Like ony prieſt ! 
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he upon the caddel ſez'd, 
308 as A bond feaſt. 
Proud was the carle, when he went throw 
The landward towns, as grave's a Jew, 
To ſee the gaitlings binge and bow, 
And cry, Pappa, 
Wow! but he made a deviliſh mou, 
And ſain'd them a'. 
Frae a' kirk fowk he bure the gree, 
Half midwife, nurſe, and prieſt, a' three, 
Je neither cuts d nor bann'd, not he, 
: But was fac civil, 
IT he live lang day wad cheat and lie, 
i Like ony devil. 
Auld wives wi' rocks came to the doors, 
3 And yonkiers peep'd through holes and bores, 
To ſee the captain of the whores, 
Auld Frig a- bight, 
Y coming to pay his yo ſcores, 
A ſeemly fight ! 
128 he play'd the pimp a' week, 
On Sundays he look'd miid and meek; 
1 ber — wad ye hear him ſpeak 
Aboon his breath: 
| ups his hand he laid bis cheek, 
5 Like ane near death: 
5 on the cap-ambrie cuiſt his eye, 
That he might fornicators ſpy, 
And mutteriog to himſel, ſaid fy, 
: O dool and care! 
Might not the man have come to me, 
N And no ſtood there? 
But yet before the text was read, 
Good Robin frac the kirk was fled, 
His prayers to ſay at barrel-head, 
Drinking alane ; 
Red as a turky-cock the blade 
Came back again, 
We loo'd to ſee his Judas - face, 
n preachings, ſaying grace, 
M 2 Vato 
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Unto the tune of Chevy- chaſe, 
|  _ Shakiog his head; 
Wha will we get to fill his place? 
For now he's dead. 


| His E PIT AP H. 
Here all alone, 
Beneath this ſtone, 
Our rare reformer bides ; 
Who pick'd up crowns ' 
By tiling Jowns, 
He ſcarcely left their hides. 
Afﬀk-not at all, 
Where went his ſaul? 
The queſtion's ſcarcely civil; 
Since **tis well kend, 
Il life muſt end 
In going to the devil. 


On the Downfal of Thomas Bur- 
TER's Noſe in the Month of Jux. 


[oM was ſae ſubtile, and ſae fu' o' greed, 
Nae man could lick the butter aff his bread; 
But pox on harlot- women, his diſgrace, 
They lick'd a roſe of Butter aff his face. 
1i did na? take Jang time to this miſhap, 
No, no, the bitches did it in a CLay, 
Who devil took this noſe that came away? 
Not God !—for he made noſes all of clay? 
And clay grows harder by the ſummer ſun; 
But Butter-noſes muſt melt down in Juxx. 


On the S16N of the THREE KINCS. 


ONG have we had two kings, Ido aſſure ye, 
A George de fads, and a james de jure: 
Bat here's ſurpriſing news; a brave M*Ghie 
Turns parliament himſelf, and gives us three: 
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None of them all reſemble George or James. 

O, King Creator! will you tell their names ? 

We do not know by gazing on their face, 

if Norman, German, or Ferguſian race: 

Yet, when we think upon't, we learn the ſtory; 

The ſign ſpeaks truth by way of allegory. 

Thiee kings expos'd to ſale! ye've plac'd them there 
To ſhow we Scots ſell kings like merchagt- ware. - 
Three kings were baſely ſold ſor Engliſh coin, 

Ode at Dunbar, another at the Boyn; 


The third at Sheriff. muir, a fatal day, 
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When Mar mar'd all, and Huntly ran away. 

Buy up the rogues that ſold our antient nation ; 

You'll have the beſt ſtock'd ſhop in all the nation; 

And when tis known ſuch helliſh wares you ſell, 

The d—1 will pay the price, and take them all to hell. 


A Poxx on the Sto of the MEx Mai. 


GEORD3E, 
HA's dainty bairn are ye, my winſome dear, 
With apple-cheeks, and wame like ony pear? 

Jamie, May be tis nae good manners for to ſpeir. 
| Geo, And bony bubbies, wi' your nut brown hair, 
And a' your fides, and a' your ſhoulders bare: 

War ye ſome aulder ye'd be worth a pelt. | 

Jam, Ah! Geordie man, ſhe's fiſh beneath the belt : 
She'll nae get leave to live, ſhe's e' en ſac frail, | 
The lads will ſuck her lips and eat her tail. 

Geo. Whiſh't, billy, haith ſhe'll put us in the guard, 
'Tis no the firſt of twenty's been ſae ſair'd; 5 
She wad nae take fic traitment frae a laird. 

1 nod ſhe's ta en the pet, ſhe will nae ſpeak, 
She's bluſhing now, glows on her roſie cheek. 

Jam. Miſtreſs, I beg-your pardon wi' bare head, 
We country folk are no like geniles bred. 

Geo. She's e en the greateſt ferly e'er 1 ſaw, 
The d—I a leg has ſhe, and we ha' twa ; 
I wonder how ſhe gangs unto the kirk, 


Or how ſhe keeps her feet when it grows mick ! 
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Jam. Feet ! fiend a fit ſhe has, but twa ſweet hands p 
Vhiter that cords, and tight like willy-wands ; 
They need rae feet that's cartied in ſedans ; 0 
Georhie, how does the piſh I canna learn, 
I'm fure {he'll be an unco cleanly bairn. 
eo. Daft gouk, great folks bairns is nae like ours, 
Rakying their coats, and clarting a' the doors: 
They ſpit their tea and croudie at their mouth, 
That gars them be of fic a feckleſs growth. 
How ſhe'll be got with bairn I marvel more, 
Her belly's big enough, but wants a door: 
Perhaps the dunnawaſſels hae nae bungs, 
Bar like the doves they gender by the tongues, 
Jan. If they ſpew weans at their mouth like croudie, 
I think they need not faſh to fetch the houdie. 
Geo, Ha ha, boy, I can tell you e'er 1 piſh, 
*The thing that makes the laſs's, a—e a' fiſh; 
Her minny avd her dade has Papiſts been, 
And got the fleſhy part on Faſten's een; 
And when the beef and a' the broſe was ſpent, 
They fed on fiſh and got the laſs in leot. 
Jam As 1 maun anſwer, Geordie, ye ding a', 
Ye ſhould na been a herd, but man o' law, 
Farewel bra' bairn, 1 hae nae mair to ſay, 


But when a' fleſh riſe at the judgment day, 
Only the half of you will flie away. 


Petition of the Shoe-maker Apprentices, 


TO the worſhipful cordiners of the Weſt-port, 

A humble petition-is offer 'd in court, 

By 'prentice- boys, who awould ſain take a drink, 

Be blyth, like their maſters, but want ready clink. 

E ſongs of old Criſpin, a faint and a king, 

TE When taking your bottle and eating your ling, * 

All merry like Greeks o'er a pint and a gill, 

With the beſt of good fellows, honeſt old deacon Hill; 

Remember that we are the ſame fteſlr and blood, 

Though we have not a bit, and are chewing our cud ; 
For 


* Their entertaiument was dty d ling. 
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For though we are young and raw-mouth'd beginners, 
We may live like yourſelves to be old rotten finners ; 
On this ſolemn occaſion when chuſing your dezcop, 
Yeu'll generous prove the apprentices reckon ; 

For on a feaſt day we reſolve not to faſt, 

Tho' we ſhould pawn our awl and venture our laſt ; 
When lads of the trade in company mingle, 

Can they bend-leather chew, or lick a cold lingle ; 
So we pray and expect, like kind- hearted men, 

You'll fend us a hearty charity ben; 

And we ſhall all pray, while our judgment abides, 
May you never wear ane and never want bides, 


On a poor FRENCHMAN who died of joy on 


hearing he was entitled to a prize of a 1000 
livres. | 


ER E lies a man, a happy man was he, 
W hoſe lamp of life ſhone bright till ſeventy: three, 

In poverty and peace, till old age came; 
But filver ſpuffers ſtifled out the flame: 
He liv'd on herbs and other wholeſome vivers, 
But dy'd by dining on a thouſand livres; 
An extaſy of joy deſtroy'd his breath; - 
For wordly joy hath always in it death. 


To a Lady on her diſcovertng a Spring, 


AIREST and fineſt of the female kind, 

A beauteous body with an angel's mind, 
S!1uck with your charms we reverenily bow, 
And oature pays her homage unto you. 
Whilſt through your fields laſt evening you did move, 
1 ſaw the fond expreſſions of their love: 
The herbage ſmil'd, and in dumb larguage ſpoke, 
Whilſt water bubbl'd from the flinty rock; 
Nature's ſtrong nerves did with freſh vigour ſwell, 
Her blood guſh'd forth and form'd into a well ; 
The fruits and flowers put oo a brighter bloom, 
Your country- ſeat did paradiſe become; 
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-—2, 40 
renn 
4 ny - 


A 
* 
2 — 1 * ' . 
— ——_—_ 


e 
— —— — 3 


—— — 


— — — ß 
__ — — —— 


— 
A 


_—_— 


=> — Ard — L.A 6 - . - 
8 o l So ow 3” Y 


24S Fre _— — 
— 
- 
—— . +0 —— — 4 — —  .- —— — - — + — _ * —— 
mpg ſ— — 5 — — P ˙] — 5 ¶ nt 
= — * — 5 - — — ; d 


— — —_— ——— — ako ww. oacc ave —— 
— 


_ — 


Ti, TACIT PEPE Pr: on Z 


140 SCOTS POEMS 
Which doth with Eden ia all things agree, 
But that its lady will not tempted be, 


On PROVIDENCE. 


RE not the ravens fed, great God, by thee ? 
And wilt thou clothe the lilies, and not me ? 
1';] ne'er diſtruſt my God for cloaths and bread, 
Whilſt lilies flouriſh, and the ravens feed. 


HARDYKNUTE, a Fragment. 


TaTELyY ſept he eaſt the wa', 
And ſtately ſtept he weſt, 
Full ſeventy ziers be now had ſene, 
With ſcarce ſeven ziers of reſt. 
He livit quhen Britons breach of faith : 
Wrought Scotland meikle wae: 


5 And ay his ſword tauld, to their coſt, 


He was their deidly fae. - 
2 Hie on a hill. bis cattle ſtude, 
With halls and towirs a hicht, 
And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
uhair he lodgit mony a knicht. 
His dame ſae pierleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and bewtie deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Saif Elecor the queen. 
3 Full thirteen ſons to him ſcho bare, 
All men of valour (tout; 
In bludy ficht with ſword in hand 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 
Four zit remain, lang may they live 
To ſtand by liege and land: 
Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 
And hie was their command. 
4 Great luve they bare to Fairly fair, 
Their ſiſter ſaft and deir ; 


Her girdle ſhaw'd her middle jim p, 


And gowden gliſt her hair. 


Quhat 
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Quhat waefon wae her bewtie bred? 


Waefou to zoung and auld, 

Waefou I trow to kyth and kin; 
As (tory ever tauld, 

5: The king of Norſe, in ſummer tyde, 
Puft up with powir and might, 

Landed in fair Scotland's yle 
With-mony a hardy koicht: 

The tydings to our gude Scots king 
Came, as he ſat at dyne, 

With noble chiefs in braif aray, 
Drinking the blude-reid wine. 

6 To horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 
Zour faes ſtand on the ſtrand. 

Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears, 
The king of Norſe commands. 

Bring me my ſteed Mage dapple gray, 
Our gude king raiſe and cry'd, 

Atruſtier beaſt in all the land, 
A Scots king nevir ſey'd. 

7 Go, little page, tell Hardykoute, | 
That lives on hill ſo hie, 

To draw his ſword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſte and follow me. 

The little page flew ſwift as datt 
Flung by the maſter's arm, 

Cum down, cum down lord Haidyknute, 
And rid zour kiog frae harm. | 

8 Then reid, reid grew'his dark brown cheiks, 
Sae did his dark brown brow ; 

His luiks grew kene, as they were wont 
In dangers great to do; 


He hes tane a horn as grene as graſs, 


And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 

That trees in grene · wood ſchuke thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

9 His ſons in maoly ſport and glee 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 


Quhen low down in a graſſy dale, 


They heard their fatheris horn. | 
She That 
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That horn, quod they, neir ſounds in peace, 
We baif other ſport to byde; 
And ſune they hey'd them up the hill, 
And ſune were at his ſyde, 

10 Late, late zeſtiene, I ween'd in peace 
To end my lengthen'd lyfe, 

My age micht weil excuſe my arm 
Frae manly feats of ſtryfe; 

But now that Norſe does proudly boaſt, 
Fair Scotland to inthrall, 

It's ne'er be ſaid of Hardyknute, 
He fear'd to ficht or fall, 

11 Robin of Rothſay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows ſchute ſae leil, 

Mony a comely countenance. 
They've turn'd to deidly pale: 

Brade Thomas, tak ze but zour lance, 
Ze need nae weapons mair, 

Gif ze ficht weit as ze did anes 
*Gainſt Weſtmorland's feiſe heir. 

12 Malcom, licht of foot as ſtag, 
That runs in forreſt wyld, 

Get me my thouſands three of men, 

Well bred to ſword and ſchield: 


Bring me my horſe and harniſine, = 
My blade of mettle cleir: BA 

If faes kend but the hand it bare, 14 
They ſune had fled for feir. 1 

13 Fareweil, my dame, ſae peirleſs gude, ; 
And tuke her by the hand, Fi, ; 

Fairer to me in age zou ſeim, 7 
Than maigs for bewtie fam'd : 

My zoungeſt ſon fall here remain, | 
To puard theſe ſtately towits, 

And ſhut the ſilver bolt that keips 1 


Sae faſt your painted bowirs. 
14 And fiſt ſcho wet her comely chicks, 
And theo her boddice grene, 
Her lilken cords of twirle twiſt, P 
Weil plett with ſilver ſchene; HIM | 
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-And apron ſet with mony a dice 
Of neidle-wark ſae rare, 
Wove by nae hand, as ze may gueſs, 
Saif that of Fairly fair, 
15 And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 
Quhen he cam to a wounded knicht, 
Making a heavy mane ; 
Here maun [I lye, here maun I die, 
By treachery's falſe gyles ; 
Witleſs 1 was that eir gaif faith 
To wicked woman's ſmyles. 
16 Sir koicht, gin ze were in my bowir, 
| To lean on ſilken ſeat, | 
My Ladyis kyndlie care zoud prove, 
| Quha neir kend deadly hate ; 
Her ſelf wald watch ze all the day, 
UNer maids at deid of nicht; 
And Fairly fair zour heart wald cheir, 
| As ſcho ſtude in your ſicht. 
247 Aryſe zoung knicht, and mount your ſteid, 
i Full lown's the ſhynand day, 
© --Cheis frae my menzie quhom ze pleis 
I 0o leid ze on the way. 
With ſmyleſs luke, and viſage wan, 
The wounded knicht reply'd, 
Z :Xynd chiftain, zour intent purſue, 
| For heir I maun abide. 
18 To me nae after day nor nicht, 
Can eir be ſweit or fair, a 
But ſune beneath ſome draping tree, 
Cauld death ſall end my care. 
Wich him nae pleiding micht prevail; 
Brave Hardyknute to gain 
Wich faireſt words and reaſon ſtrong, 
Strave courteouſly in vain. 

19 Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 
Lord Chattans land ſae wyde, 
That lord a worthy wicht was ay, 

1 Quhen faes his courage ſey'd ; 
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Of Pictiſn race by mother's: ſyde, . 
When Picts rul'd Caledon, + 

Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid, 
Quhen he ſaift Pictiſn crown, 

20 Now with his ferſe and ſtalwart traio, 
He reicht a ryſing heicht, 

Quhair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norſe menzie lay in ficht ; 

Zonder, my valiant ſons and ferſs, 
Our ragiog revers wait, 

On the unconquerit Seottiſh ſwaird, 
To try with us their fate. 

21 Make oriſons to him that ſaift 
Our ſauls upon the rude, 

Syne braifly ſchaw- zour veins are fill'd 
With Caledonian blude. 


Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, * A 
Quhyle thouſands all around, 1 
Drawn frae their ſheaths glanſt in the ſun, * H 
And loud the bougills ſound. 5 
22 To join his king adoun the- hill 20 


In halte his march he made, 7 
Qubyle playand Pibrochs, minſtrels meit 14 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. 8 
Thryſe welcome valziant ſtoup of weir, 

Thy nation's ſcheild and pryde; 


Thy king nae reaſon has to feir | H 
Quhen thou art be his ſyde. | 
23 Quhen bows were bent, and darts were thrawn, | 2 


For thrang ſcarce could they flie, 

The darts e arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. | 

Lang did they rage and ficht full ferſs, T 
With little ſkaith to man, | 

But bludy, bludy was the field, 0; 

Or that lang day was done. 

24 The king of Scots, that ſindle bruik'd 20 
The war that look'd like play, * 

Drew his braid ſword, and brak his bow, 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay. 
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Quoth noble Rothſay, Myne 1'll keip, 


| wate its bleid a ſkore, 

Halle vp my merry men, cry'd the king, 
As he rade on before, 

25 The king of Norfe he ſocht to find, 
With him to menſe the faucht, 

But on his forehead there did licht 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft; 


| As he his hand put up to find 


The wound, an arrow kene, 


O waefou chance! there pin'd his hand 


* 


In midſt betwene his ene. 

26 Revenge, revenge, cry'd Rothſay's heir, 
Your mail coat fall nocht byde 

The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of my dart; 
Then ſeot it thruuch his ſyde: 


Another arrow weil he mark'd, 


It perfit his neck in twa. 


His hands then quat the filver reins, 


He law as eard did fa. 
27 Sair bleids my liege, fair, ſair he bleids, 
Again with might he drew, 


And geſture dreid, his ſturdy bow; 


Falt the braid arrow flew : 


Wae to the knicht he etled at, 


Lament now queen F'greid, 


Hie dames to wall zour darling's fall, 


His zouth and come'y meid. 
28 Take 4 ff. take «ff his coitly jupe, 
(Of gold weil was it twynq, 


{ Knit lyke a fowler's net, thrcugh quhilk 


His (teilly harneſs ſhyn4) | 
Take, Norſe, that gift flae me, and bid 
Him 'venge the blude i- bears ; 
Say, if he face my berded bow 
He ſu e nae weapon fet:s, 
29 Proud Norſe with giant body tall, 
Braid ſhou'cer and arms ſtrong, 
yd, Qubair is Here yk ute ſae fam'd, 
And feird at Britains throne ? 
"x N 
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Tho' Britons tremble at his name, 
I ſune ſall make him wail, 
That eir my ſword was made ſae ſharp, 
Sae ſaft his coat of mail, 
30 That brag his ſtout heart coud na byde, 
It lent him zouthfou micht : 
I'm Hardykuute; this day, he cry'd, 
To Scotland's king I hecht, 
To lay thee law as horſes hufe, 
My word I mean to keip. 
Syne with the firſt ſtrake eir he ſtrak, 
He gar'd his body bleid. 
31 Norſe ene lyke gray goſehawk's ſtair'd wyld, 
He ſicht with ſname and fpyt ; 
Diſgrac'd is now my far fam'd arm 
That left thee power to ſtrike : 
Then gaif his head a blaw ſae fell, 
It made him down to ſtoup, 
As law as he to ladies uſit 
In courtly gyſe to Jout, : 
32 Full ſune he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvell'd fair, 
Sen blaws till then on him but darr'd 
As touch of Fairly fair: 
Norſe ferliet too as ſair as he 
To ſee his ſtately Juke, 
Sae ſune as eir he ſtrake a face, 
Sac fune bis life he tuke. 
53 Quhair, lyke a fyre to hether ſer, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A ſturdy fae with luke enrag'd 
Up towards him did prance; 
He ſpur'd his ſtead throw thickeſt ranks 
The hardy zouth to quell, — 
Quha ſtood unmuvit at his approach, 
His fury to repel]. 
34 That ſchort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trim'd, 
Luiks lyke poor Scotland's geir, N 
But dreidful ſeims the ruſty point! 
And loud he leuch in jeir, 
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Aft Britains blude has dim'd its ſhyne 

} This poynt cut ſhort their vaunt 
syne pierc'd the boiſteris bearded cheik, 
Nae tyme he took to taunt. 

35 Schort qubyle he in his ſaidle ſwang, 
His ſtirrip was nae (tay, 

ne feible hang his unbent knee, 

"* Sure taken he was fey: 
| 
| 


Swift on the hardoed clay he fell, 
Right far was hard the thud; 
But Thomas luikt not as he lay 

All waltering in his blude. 

36 With carleſs geſture, mynd unmuvit, 
Z On raid he north the plain, 
Hie ſeimt in thrang of fierceſt ſtry fe, 
Quhen winner ay the ſame; 
Nor zit his heart dames dimpelit cheik, ? 
Coud meiſe ſaft luve to bruik, 
Till vengeful Ann return'd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his look. 
7 In thraws of death, with wallowit cheik, 
All panting on the plain, 
he fainting corps of warriors lay, 
Neir to aryſe again 
Meir to return to native land, 

ze mair with blythſome ſounds, 
To doilt the glories of the day, 
2 And ſchaw their ſhyring wounds. 
$ On Norways coaſt the widowit dame 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, 
May lang luke o'er the ſchipleſs ſeis 
2Z Bcfore her mate appeirs. 
ETeile, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 
Thy Lord lies in the clay, 
he valiant SCoTs nae revers thole 

To carry life away, 
9 There on a lee quhaic ſtands a croſs, 
et up for monument, 

Thouſands fell ferſe that ſummers day 
Fill'd kene waris black intent. 
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Let Scots, quhyle Scots, praiſe Hardy knute, 
Let Norſe the name ay dreid, 
Ay how he faucht, aft how he ſpair'd, 
Sall lateſt ages reid, 
40 Full loud and chill blew weſtlin wiad, 
Saif beat the heavy ſhowir, 
Mirk grew the nicht eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ſtately towir ; = 
His towir that us'd with torches bleiſe 
ro ihyne ſae far at nichr, 
Seim'd now as black as mourning weid, 
Ne maryel fair he ſicht. 
41 Hhai's nas licht in my lady's bowir, 
Thair's nae licht in my hall: 
Nae blink (hynes round my Fairly fair, 
Nor ward ſtands on my wall, 
Quhat bodes it? Robert, Thomas ſay, 
Nae anſwer fits their dreid. 
Stand back, my ſons, I'll be zour gyde, 
But by they paſt with ſpeid. 
42 As falt I've ſped owre Scotland's faces, 
Their ceiſl his brag of weir, 
Sair ſchamit to myng ocht but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair, 
Black feir he felt, but what to fer, 
He wilt not yet with dreid; 
Sair {chuke hrs body, ſair his limbs, 


And all the warrior fled, 
1 * 4 4 4 N % „ # * „ #* 
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P-OLEMO- MID DIN IA, 
Inter * Vitarvam et f Nebernam. 


YMPHAE, quae colitis highiſſima monta Fifea, 
Seu vos Pittenweema teneot, ſeu Crelia vrofta, 
Sive Anſtrza domus, ubi nat haddocus in undis, 
Codlineuſque ingens, ubi fleucca et ſketta pererrant 
Per coſtam et ſcopulos, lobſter monifootos in udis 
Creepat, 
* The Lady Scotflarvet. 4 The Lady Newbarns, | 


* 
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Ereepat, et in mediis Judit whitenius undis: 
Et vos ſkipperii, ſoliti qui per mare breddum 
Valde procul lanchare foras, iterumque redite, 
Linquite ſkellatas bottas, ſnippasque picatas, 
Whiſtlanteſque ſimul fechtam memorate blood eam, 
Fechtam terribilem, quam marvellaverat omnis 
Banda deiim, queque nympharum cockleſhelearum ; 
Maia ubi ſheepifeda, et ſolgooſifera Baſſa 
Swellant in pelago, cum Sol bootatus Edinum 
Poſtabat radiis maddidis et ſhouribus atris, 
r 

Quo viſo, ad fechtæ noiſam cecidere volucres;z 
At terram cecidere grues, pliſh plaſhque dedere 
Solgooſæ in pelago prope littora Brunteliana ; 


2X Seaſutor obſtupuit, ſummique in margine ſaxi 


Scartavit præluſtre caput, wingaſque flappavit. 
Quodque magis, alte volitans heronius ipſe 
Iogeminans clig clag mediis ſhitavit in undis. 
Namque à principio ſtarxiam tellabimus omnem. 
Muckreihum ingentem . Vitarva per agros 


| Neberæ marchare fecit, et dixit ad illos, 


Ite hodie armati greppis, drivate caballos 
Nebernz per crofta, atque ipſas ante feneſtras. 
Quod {1 forte ipſa Neberna venerit extra, 


X Warrantabo omnes, et vos bene defendebo. 


Hic aderant Geordy Aikenheadus, et Rob Littlejohnus, 
Et Jamy Richæus, et ſtout Michael Henderſonus, 
Qui gillitrips ante alios danſare ſolebat, 
Et bobbare bene, et laſſas kiſſare bonzas; 
Duncan Oliphantus, valde ſtalvartus, et ejus 
Filius eldeſtus, jolyboyus atque oldmoudus, 


4 Qui pleugham longo gado drivare ſolebat, 


Ec RobGib, wantonus homo, atque Oliver Hutchin ( 4itkin, 
Et plouky-fac'd Watty Strang, atque inkneed Alſhinder 
Et Willy Dick, heavy arſtus homo, pigerrimus omnium, 
Qui tulit in pileo magnum rubrumque fayorem, 

Valdg lethus pugnarte; ſed hunc Corngrevius heros 
Noutheadum vocavit, atque illum forcit ad arma. 
Inſuper hic aderant Tom Taylor, et Henry Watſonus, 
Et Tomy Gilchriſtus, et fool Jocky Robinſonus, 

| N 3 | An- 


Andrew Alſhenderus, et Jamy Tomſonus, et unus 
Norland- bornus homo, valde valde anticovenanter, 
| Nomine Gordonus, valde blackmoudus, et alter 
- (De'il ſtick it! ignoro nomen) flavry- beardius homo, 
Qui pottas dightavit, et aſſas jecerat extra, 
Denique per reli quis Georczam affatur, et inquit, 
Geordi mi formanne, inter ſtoutiſimus omnes, 
| Huc ades, et crookſadCelos, hemmaſque, creleſque, 
Brechemmeſque ſimul omnes bindato jomentis, 
| Amblentemque meum naggum, fattumque martt1 
. Curforem, et reliquos trottagtes ſumito averos : 
in cartis yokkato omnes: <cxtiralunto muckam 
(:roita per et ripgas, atque ipias ante feneſtras 
N:bern@; et aliquid fin ipſa contra loquatur, 

In ſydas tu pone manus, et dicito Farte jade. 
Nec mcra, formanous cunctos flankavit averos, 
VWorkmannuique ad workam omnes vocazit, et ill 

Fxtemplo cartas bene fillasere j'gantes. 
W hiſtlavere viri, workhorſoſque ordine ſwiros 
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Drivavere foras, donec iterum que iter umque 1 
Fartavere omnes; et fic turba horrida muſttat. 2 F 
Haud aliter quam fi cum multis Spinola u oupis 63 E 
Proudus ad Oſtendam marchaſſet fortiter urbem. 91 
Interea ante alios dux Piper Lalus heros A 
Precedens, magnamque gerens cum burdine pypam,, Mt C 
Incipit Harlai cunctis ſonare baticlium, =F 
Tune Neberna furens yettam ipſa egreſſa, videnſque 
| - Muck-cattas iranfire viam; valde angria facta, 3 F 
Non tulit affrontam tantam; verùm, agmine facto, - WM 
| Convocat extempio barrowmannos atque ladæos, 91 
I Jackmanyumque, hiremarnos, pleughdriviters atque 
| picughmannos, " = 
Tum!;nteſque ſimul reekoſo ex kitchine boyos; - 
Hunc qui dirtiferas terfit cum diſhcloute diſnas, A 
| Hunc qui gruelias ſcivit bene lickere plettas, | I 
L Et ſaltpannifumos, et widebricatos fiſheros 8 
f Hellæoſque etiam ſalteros duxit ab antris, $ 
Coalheugbos nigri girnantes mote divelli: ( 
Life-guardan:que ſibi ſævas vocat improba laſſas; 
Maggæam magis doctam milkare cowæas, L 
Et doctam ſweepare ſlooras, et ſternere beddas, 4 


que 
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Qræque novit ſpinnare, et longas ducere threedas; 
Nanizam, claves bene quæ keepaverat omnes, 
vellatemque Elpen, longo berdamque Anapellam, 
Fartatemque ſimul Gyllam, gleidam que Katzam, 
Egregie indutam blacko caput ſooty clouto; 
Mammzamque ſimul vetulam, quæ ſciverat apte 
Infantum teneras blande oſcularier arſas; 
Quzque lanam cardare ſolet greaſy-ſingria Betty. 
Tum demum hung! 22s ventres Neberna gruelis 
Farſit, et guttas raſuigibus implet amaris; 
Poſtea newbarmæ ingentem dedit omnibus hauſtum. 
Staggravere omnes, grandeſque ad ſidera riftas 
Barmifumi attollunt, et fic ad prœlia marchant. 
Nec mora, marchavit foras longa ordine tutma; 
lpſa prior Neberna fuis {tout facta ribaldis, 
Ruſlzum manibus geſtans furibunda gulæum, 
Tandem muckrelies vocat ad pellmellia flaidos: 
Ite, ait, ug'zi fellows, ſi quis modo poſthac 
Muckifer has co'tras tentet ctoſſate ferettias, 
Juro quod ego ejas longum extrahabo thrapelinm, 
Et totam rivabo faciem, luggaſque gulzo hoc 
Ex capite cuttzbo ferox. totumque videbo 
Heart-bloodum fluere in terram Sic verba finivit,. 
Obſtupuit Vitarva diu, dirtflaida; ſed inde 
Couragium accipiens, muckrelios o dine eundos 
Middine in medio faciem turnare ccepit, 
O qualem primo flcuram guſtaſſes in ipſo 
Battelli onſetto! pagnat muckrelius heros 
Fortiter, et muckam per poſteriora cadentem 
In crelibus ſhoolare ardet. Sic dirta volavit. 
O quale hoc hutly-burly fuit, fi forte vidiſſes, 
Pypantes arſas, et flavo ſanguine breikas 
Dripantes, hominumque heartas at przlia faintas ! 
O qualis firy- fary fuit! namque alteri nemo 
Ne vel footbreddum yerdæ yieldare volebat. = 
Stout erat ambo-quidem, valdeque hardhearta caterva. 
Tum vero è media muckd1iviter profilit unus, : 
Gallanteus homo, et greppam mintat in ipſam 
Nebernata, (quoniam miſere ſcaldaverat omnes) - 
Dirtavitque totam petticottam guttere thicko, 
Pearlineaſque ejus ſkirtas, ſilkamque gownzam,, — 
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Vaſquineamque rubram muckſherdà begariavit, 
Et tune ille fuit valde faintheartas, et ivit 
Valde procul, metuens ſhottam woundumque profundur, 
Sed nec valde procul fuerat revenpia in illum: 
Extemplo Gillza ferox invaſit, et ejus 

In faciem girnavit atrox, et tigrida facta 
Bubblentemque grippans berdam, fic dixit ad illum: 
Valde domum, filthze nequam, aut te interficiabo, 
Tunc cum gerculeo magnum fecit Gilly whippum, 
Ingentemque manu ſherdam levavit, et omnem 


Gallantæi hominis gaſhberdam beſmereavit : { 
Sume tibi hoc, inquit, ſneeſing valde operativum, 3 
Pro præmio, ſwingere, tuo: tum denique flaido — BW 
Ingentem Gilly Wamphra dedit, validamque nevellam! C 
Ingeminatque iterum, donec bis fecerit ignem 2 
Ambobus fugere ex oculis. Sic Gylla triumphat. 18 
Obſtupuit bombaizdus homo, backumque repentè 0 
Turnavit veluti naſus bloodaſſet, et O fy! 3 4 
Ter quater exclamat, et © quam ſœdeè neeſavit ! Vet 
Disjuniumque omne evomuit valde hungrius homo, i 
Lauſavitque ſupra, atque infra, miſerabile viſu: NN 
Et luggas necko imponens, fic cucurit abſens, C 
Non audens gimpare iterum, ne worſa tuliſſet. J 
Hzc Neberna videns yellavit turpia verba. R 
Et fy fy ! exclamat, prope nunc victoria loſta eſt. 
Nec mora, terribilem fillavit dita canonem, PI 
Elatiſque hippis magno cum murmure fartam Ci 
Baryronam emiſit, veluti Monſmeggia cracaſſet.) C; 
Tum vero quackarunt hoſtes, fightamque repente H 
Sumpſerunt : retroſpexit jackmannus, et ipſe 
Sheepheadus metuit ſonitumque ictumque buleti. G! 
Quod ſi King Spanivs, Philippus nomine, feptem- Fi 
Hiſce confimiles habuiſſet forte cannnes Fe 
Batterare Sluiſſam, Sluiſſam dingaſſet in aſſam. Sa 
Aut ſi tot magaus Ludovicus forte dediſſet 
Ingentes fartas ad mœnia Montalbana, 2 
0 


Ipſam continuo townam dingaſſet in yerdam. 
. Exigit Corngreyius, wracco omnia tendere videns;. 
Conſiliumque meum ſi non accipitis inquit, 
Puichras ſcartabo facies, et vos worriabo, 
Sed needlo per ſeuſtram broddatus, inque privatas 
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partes ſtobbatus, greitars, lookanſque prievate 
Barlafumle clamat, et dixit, O Deus! O God * 

Quid multis ? fic fraya fuit, fic guiſa peratta eſt, 
Una nec interea ſpillata eſt dioppa crubris. 


PRALIUM GILLICRANKIANUM, 


CAN ILL ENA 


| 
RAH\MIUS notabilis coegerat Montanos, 
f Qui clypeis & gladiis fu2arunt Anglicanos ; 
"2 Fugerant Vallicolz atque Puritani; | 
| FE Cacavere Batavi & Cameroniani. 
= : . 
S Grahamius mirabilis, fortiſſimus Alcides, 
Cujus regi fuerat intemerata fides 
Agiles monticolas marte inſpiravit, 
Et duplicatum numerum hoſtium profligavit. 
II. 
Nobilis appar uit fermilodunenſis, 
Cujus in rebelles ſtringebatur enfis ; 
Nodilis & fanguine, pcbilior virtute, 
Regi devoiiſimus intus & in cute. 
IV. 
Pitcurius heroicus, Hector Scoticanus, 
Cui mens fidelis fuerat, & invicta manus; 
Capita rebellium is excerebravit; 
Hoſtes unitiſſimos enſe diſſipavit. 
V. 
Glengarius magnanimus atque bellicoſus, 
Functus ut /Eneas, pro rege animoſus 
Fortis atque ſternuus hoſtes expugnavit, 
Sanguine rebellium campos coloravit. 
N VI. 
Surtexerat fideliter Donaldus inſulanus, 
3 Pupnayerat viriliter cum copiis Skyanis : 
Pater atque filii non diſkmularunt, 
Sed pro rege proprio unanimes pugnarunt.. 
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VII. 
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VII. 


Mktesnius, circumdatus tribu martiali, 


Semper devinctiſſimus familie regali, 

Fortiter pugnaverat more atavorum, 

Deinde diſſipavetat turmas Batavorum, 
VIII. 


Strenuus Lochielius, multo Camerone, 


Hoſtes enſe peremit, & Abrio pugione 
tos & intrepidus ot co dedicavit : 
Impedimenta hoſtium Blaro repor tavit: 

IX. 5 
MacNeilios de Bara, Glercous, Keppochanus, 
Ballechinus cum fratre, Stuartus Appianus, 
Pro Jacobo Septimo fortiter gefſere; 
Pugiles fortiſſimi feliciter vicere, 

X, 


_ Canonius clariſimus, Gallovidiarus, 


. — 
o 
_ 
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Acer & indomitus, confilioque ſanus ; 


Ibi dux adfuerat, ſpectabilis perſona, . yr 
Nam pro tuenda patria hune peperit Belſona, 


Dencalidoni dominum ſpiraverat Gradivus, 
Nobilis et juvenis, fortis & activus; 
Nam, cum nativum principem exulem audiref, 
Redit ex Hungaria, ut regi inſerviret, 

XII. 
Illic & adfuerat Tutor Ranaldorum, 
Qui ſtrenuè pugnaverat cum copiis virorum 3 
Et ipſe capitaneus, ætate puerili, - 


loteatus eſt ad prælium ſpiritu virili. 


XIII. 
Glenmoriſtonus | junior, optimus bellator, 
Subito jam factus eſt, hactenus venator 
Perduelles Whiggeos ut pecora proſtravit, 
Enſe & fulmineo Mac Kaium fugavit. 

447 
Regibus & legibus Scotici conſtantes ; 
Vos clypeis & gladiis pro prir.cipe pugnantes; 4 
Veſtra eſt victoria, veſtra eſt & gloria; . 


Is centu & hiſtoria perpes eſt memoris. 
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